I 


Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall.] 


[Price  Sixpence. . 


A  RLINE, 

THE  LOST  CHILD ; 


OR, 


f Irt  fflle,  l|j  Ifllttiman,  anU  t| t  folar  §cw. 


A  New  and  Original  Burlesque. 


WRITTEN  BY 

J 

\ 

HENRI  BELLINGHAM  &  WILLIAM  BEST  ESQES. 


First  Performed  at  tlie  Theatre  Royal  Sadler’s  Wells,  on  Saturday, 

July  23rd,  1864. 


AND  PRODUCED  UNDER  THE  SUPERINTENDENCE  OF 
MR.  T.  B.  BENNETT. 

The  incidental  Music ,  &c.,  composed  and  arranged ,  expressly  j  or  the 
occasion ,  by  Mr.  B.  ISAACSON. 


LONDON: 

FEINTED  BT  E.  J.  BATE,  43,  LEMAN  STREET,  WHITECHAPEL. 


'> . .  »  ' 


' 

l  !'  •  •.  . 


,  «r  tr 


e  t  .j. 


j4»  '  "  6'.  "■  <  '■  U  Jfl'v'l, 


-  i?4:rn  '  ::  ...i  '  ,.i;  v;r 


■  u  “  ’  -  >•' :  <*<  *  *  g 


•  „  • 


'K  .I* 


■ 


* 


A  R  L  I  N  E 

THE  LOST  CHILD ; 

OK, 

$|e  foie,  %  folicMit,  (tail  the  fokr  §e&r. 


A  New  and  Original  Burlesque. 


WRITTEN  BY 

HENRI  BELLINGHAM  &  WILLIAM  BEST  ESQKS. 


First  Performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal  Sadler’s  Wells,  on  Saturday, 

July  23rd,  1864. 


AND  PRODUCED  UNDER  THE  SUPERINTBNDHNCE  OF 
MR.  T.  B.  BENNETT. 


The  incidental  Music ,  Ac.,  composed  and  arranged !,  expressly  for  the 
occasion ,  by  Mr.  B.  ISAACSON. 


LONDON: 

PRINTED  BY  E.  J.  BATH,  43,  LEMAN  STREET,  WHITECHAPEL. 


THE 

UNIVERSITY 

OF 

WARWICK 

LIBRARY 

The  Gift  of 

Cy-  F  '  ft&Mj 


w 

u 


o 

is 

M 

IS 


a 

«N 

<1> 

d 

fc* 

<i 


d 

d 

© 

o 


m  « 

a.  w 

s  > 

M  <J 

^  P 

PI 

M  !VJ 

5 

P«  § 


a 

d 


w 

»4 

<1 

W 

S 


H 

(0 

W 


« 

s* 


•  s 


u 


M 

W 


s  * 


Qj 

’/I 

p— 4 

03 

to 


rC| 

•+3 


03 

o 


03 


© 

® 

05 

U 

© 

**!• 


SC 

d 

0) 

TJ 

U 

0J 

J3 

H 


co 

a* 

£ 


to 

d 

•  r-i 

M 

cS 

-4-3 

rd 

o 

d 

co 


o 

?«. 

■4-3 

•  r-^ 

£ 

^0 

9 

-40 

r-« 

O 

d 

d 

rrt 

cc 

>» 

o 

o 

nd 

.  v,v^ 

'a 

03 

e 

d 

cH 

03 

•  rH 

<53 

PS 

•4J 

g3 

r— H 

o 

d 

d2 

#s 

to 

s 

>3 

<o 

«"• 

*>> 

•  *-H 
rd 

to 

d 

d 

> 

f 

-P 

p 

> 

■>"j 

03 

;h 

c3 

-4-3 

& 

*1n* 

1 

o 

M 

C3 

73 

•  H 

d 

o 

Ph 

co 

d 

K*1 

CO 


$ 

© 

•M 

d 


« 

o 

Is 

G 

H 

<n 

8 

B 

*! 

w 

Iffl 

U 


P« 

c3 

rP 

-4-3 

f-> 

O 

pC  «*»• 

>»  B 

tj  d 

^  ,pH 

to  § 

d  .§ 

9  X 


CS 

r-5 

5  s 

"to  £ 
d  ? 
rs 

r3  '■d 

03 

CO  03 

a  s 


03 

rSt 


< 

t 

d 

o 


(ft 

rf 

w 

H 

>4 

<J 

£ 


u 

8 


S-l 

O 

-4-3 


co 


c3 


„  _  r — « 

•O  QJ 


03 

03 

co 

O 

rP 


-4-3 

o 

o 

rd 

CO 

ctf 


d  co 

.  t? 

►p  r< 

-4-3  P 

s  2 

a,  *g 

*  § 
fH 
03 

'o 


c3 


05 

Q> 

‘H 

8) 

cu 

•H 

$ 

CD 


IS 

o 

H 

* 

fc 

m 

SS 


Cm 

O 

A 

£ 

■*» 

• 

O 

£ 

*» 

d 

• 

• 

VM 

o 

• 

CB 

d 

d 

pH 

«H 

® 

d 

® 

< 

> 

►<. — • 

r-A 

T3 

Jr* 

CD 

m 

d 

S3 

a 

O' 

PZ 

(Arline’s  nurse—' “  She  was  buda-ful,”  &c.)  . .  . .  » •  TAS* 

Nobles,  Gobblers,  and  Nobodies. 
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PROGRAMME  OF  SCENERY,  INCIDENTS,  &c.,  &c. 


Note— By  supposing  15  years  to  elapse  between  Scenes  1  and  2,  the  action  of  the  piece  add-years  to  the  plot. 


How  Count  Arnheiro  bemoans  bis  fate— also  bis  fat. 


.  ' . 


ARL1NE,  THE  LOST  CHILD; 

OR, 

ifje  JJoCtcman  <wfc  ifje  Urn* 


Scene  1. — The  exterior  0/  Count  Arnheim’s  Chateau ,  l.  with  door 
( practical ),  window,  first  floor  ( practical )}  trellis-work  to  window 
(practical ).  Inclined  ‘pathway  to  woods ,  b.  2nd  e.  Rocks  at  back 
connected  by  wooden  bridge  (practical) .  Curtain  rises  and  discovers 
Count  Arnheim’s  Retainers  preparing  for  the  chase. 

Opening  Chorus.  Air — Ilail,  smiling  morn. 

Hail,  smiling  morn,  that  nips  our  gills  with  cold, 

Our  frozen  fingers  soap  will  hate  to-day, 

Hail,  etc. 

Now  we  must  face  the  crathur  fierce  and  bold, 

From  whose  spite  peasants  fain  would  fly  away. 

Hail,  etc. 

Enter  Count  and  Florestein  from  Chateau ,  l. 

Count  Well  sung,  my  friends,  it  fits  a  hunting  day, 

To  rise  betimes  and  open  with  a  lay. 

All  nature  smiles,  the  birds  their  lays  begin, 

And  e’en  the  woods  assume  a  lively  grin  ! 

The  unhedged  birdlings,  too,  are  in  high  feather, 

The  very  ewes  take  pleasure  in  the  wether — 

’Tis  well  ! — Now  to  the  woods  and  seek  the  boar, 

For  spring  has  come,  and  lo,  the  frost  is  hoar  ! 

A  cheer,  then,  for  the  chase — who  would  say  nay  ! 

When  e’en  Hurroarer  kindly  gives  her -ray  / 

Retainers  Hurroy  J  H«my } 
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Count  1  trust,  ray  friends,  you’ve  shown  your  usual  nice  senses, 

And  come  provided  with  the  proper  licenses  ? 

Remember  that  the  game  laws  are  not  mute  ; 

Be  careful  what  yon  shoot  and  how  you  shoot. 

A  knotty  point  is  left  you  to  determine— 

Welch  rabbits — are  they  game  or  only  vermin  ? 

Boys  may  not  shoot  their  marbles,  and  you  knows 
i  Your  corns  must  never  shoot  upon  your  toes, 

Or  they  as  poachers  will  be  classed  ;  and  stay, 

If  you  dare  “  shoot  the  moon  ”  on  quarter-day, 

You  break  the  law — ’tis  poaching,  I  declare— 

If  you  should  shoot  your  rubbish  anywhere. 

Some  justices  have  even  reckoned  that 
A  misdemeanour  ’tis  to  “shoot  the  cat !’* 

Enough,  I  see  you’re  eager  for  the  chase, 

You,  Nephew  Florestein,  will  take  my  place. 

(Florestbin  expresses  reluctance. ) 

You  can  go  with  them,  sir,  although  I  don’t, 

Since  it’s  my  will,  of  course  ’twill  be  your — 

Flores.  Wont 

Follow  the  hounds  !  Zounds,  sir,  I  can’t  ! 

Count  Why  not  ? 

Flores,  I  haven’t  breakfasted. 

Count  You  haven’t  what  ? 

Who  cares  for  eating,  when  for  sport  we  bum,  eh  ? 

Bother  your  breakfast !  think,  man,  of  de-journey, 

Or  if  you’d  give  your  appetite  a  treat, 

Just  mount  your  thorough  bred  and  join  the  meet. 

No  more  ! — Away  ! 

Flores.  ( appealingly )  Think  of  that  plump  young  chicken, 

Whose  tender  bones  I  see  myself  a-pickin’, 

The  Strasbourg  pie,  the  pate  de  foie  gras — 

Count  For  breakfast  you  must  whistle,  so  ta-ta  ! 

Flores.  Ta-ta  !  indeed  !  I’m  pretty  sure  to  catch  one  ; 

I’m  not  a  boar,  and  don’t  pretend  to  match  one. 

Count  Think  of  the  run — 

Flores.  I’ll  run  away,  that’s  flat ! 

Count  The  throwing  off, — 

Flores.  Oh,  yes,  I’ve  thought  of  that. 

Pitched  from  my  horse,  alas  !  T  plainly  see 
The  hunt  to-day  will  most  horsc-pitch-us  be, 

Plumped  right  into  a  stream  most  probab-ly, 

Up  to  my  neck,  what  a  neck -sir cam-ity  ! 

Of  these  disasters  must  I  bear  the  brunt, 

To  hunt  a  bore — oh  !  I  abhor  a  hunt  / 

Count  We’re  wasting  time  ;  you’ve  orders  got  to  march,  sir — 
Come,  take  a  rifle,  and  take  your  departure. 


(Attendant  gives  Florestein  a  Gun.) 
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Flores.  Why  with  the  hounds  did  I  consent  to  run  ? 

Must  I  the  sport  begin  with  this  big-gun  ? 

It’s  past  a  joke,  and  quite  enough  to  huff  one, 

With  this  smooth  bore  to  have  to  hunt  a  rough  one. 
Count  Away  ! 


( Exeunt  Retainers  it.  Flobestein  watches  them  off,  then  goes  up, 
places  Rifle  against.  <T  Gate  of  Chateau,  and  slinks  off  R.  by  a 
different  way.) 


Count  ( meditatively )  They’re  gone  ;  now  on  affairs  of  state 
Let  me  a  moment  with  myself  debate. 

’Tis  serious  news  that  I’ve  received  this  mom  ; 

/  / [/(^  ,  These  weighty  matters  press  upon— 


/ 


( Enter  Buda  l.  1st  e.  pushing  a  Perambulator  with  Child  in  it  before 
her,  with  her  head  turned  in  an  opposite  direction.  She  wheels  the 
vehicle  over  Count’s  toes  ;  Count  falls  astride  in  the  Perambulator  ; 
Child  screams  ;  Buda  pulls  up  short. ) 


Count  ( shouting )  My  corn  ! 

Where  are  your  eyes  ?  Smashed,  just  like  a  potater, 

Is  my  poor  foot,  with  that  perambulator. 

Buda  Of,  if  you  please,  sir ! 

Count  ( anxioitsly )  Why  that  look  of  dread  ? 

Buda  Miss  Arline’s  been  and  swallowed  her  doll’s  head  ! 
Count  ( rushing  to  Perambulator  and  taking  out  Child ) 

My  child  !  my  child  !  prop  of  my  failing  line  J 
Quick,  an  emetic  bring — some  cheap  French  wine  ! 
Buda  ( not  heeding  him )  I  says  to  Mrs.  Harris,  Mum,  says  I— 
Count  The  hag  heeds  not  a  parent’s  agony  ! 

Buda  She’s  so  well-bred,  says  I — 

Count  Oh,  cease  this  folly  ! 

Buda  So  well  brought  up— 

Count  Has  she  brought  up  her  dolly  ? 

Buda  She  ’ave  ! 

Count  Thanks  !  thanks  !  I  can’t  a  tear  restrain, 

Which  being  wiped,  Arnheim’s  himself  again ! 

’Twere  hard  if  she  should  be — my  best  of  blessin’s— 
Choked  by  a  doll’s  head,  ere  her  head-doll-a. scence. 
Rather  let  dollies  headless,  eyeless,  be, 

Than  harm  the  child  of  my  i-dol-atry  ! 

Was  it  for  this  she  shook  the  measles  off? 

And  safely  passed  the  croup  and  hooping-cough  ? 

And  when  with  pains  of  teething  quite  o’ercoine. 

Relief  obtained  by  sucking  of  her  thumb  ! 

Was  it  for  this  ? — 

Buda  No,  that  I’m  sure  it  bain’t. 

Count  Buy  a  new  doll  and  wash  off  all  the  paint, 

Cut  off  its  head,  and  then,  to  make  alarm  less, 

Each  tiny  arm,  and  then  it  must  be  ’arm-less. 


Count 
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Bu  da 
Count 
Bud  a 

Count 

Buda 


Duet.  Air — Doodah. 

A  dolly  buy,  and  get  along, 

Buda,  Buda  ! 

Mind  that  its  head  is  put  on  strong, 

Buda,  you  obey  ! 

A  china  head  to  the  body  glued, 

Glued-a  !  glued-a  ! 

With  a  little  lace  fall  and  a  cloak  and  hood, 

Blue,  dear,  blue  or  gray. 

A  jointed  one, 

All  right  ! 

A  jointed  one, 

Fol  lay  ! 

You’ll  buy  her  one  in  the  Lowther  Arcade,  \  ^ 

And  tell  me  what’s  to  pay.  (  £ 

I’ll  buy  her  one  for  a  bob  and  bag,  i 

The  change  for  myself,  hurray  !  '  5* 


Exit  Count  into  Chateau ,  Buda  with  Perambulator  into 

Wood  r.) 

Enter  Devilshoof  and  Gipsies  across  Bridge  from  l. 

Gentlemen,  halt !  ( Gipsies  take  no  notice. ) 

Halt  !  vagrants  !  ( Some  stop  others  don't.) 

Halt !  I  say !  ( Striking  them. ) 
Why  don’t  you  halt  there,  haltogether,  eh  ? 

Where  are  we  now  ?  The  question  waits  reply — 

Where  are  we  now  ?  Speak,  every  one,  or  die  ! 

Gipsy  We’re  here  ! 

A  Voice  Hear,  hear! 

Devil.  Just  hold  your  tongue,  or  you’ll 

Find  your  two  ears  will  get  an  ear-ly  pull ; 

But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there.  My  men, 

The  partners  of  my  toil,  my  spoil,  again 

Have  we  arrived  in  Presburg,  in  which  we 

Make  ourselves  welcome,  and  of  course  make  free. 

We're  desert  born,  and  though  the  statement  rum  is, 
Egyptian  were  our  daddies  and  our  mummies  ; 

Religion  we  have  none,  though  all  are  Arians  {hairy -urn). 

And  while  in  Presburg,  p’raps,  we’re  Presbur g -tarry -uns. 
if  into  trouble  we  should  get,  don’t  think 
We  from  a  long  imprisonment  would  shrink. 

We  rather  like  to  be  in  quod,  for  there 
We’re  treated  well  and  have  the  best  of  fare  ; 

No  over-working,  nice  soft  beds,  and  oft 
The  chaplains  like  the  beds  exceeding  soft. 

We’ve  but  to  cant  and  o’er  our  follies  grieve, 

And  soon  we  get  our  ticket  of  (make  be-)  lieve. 


(  Dance. 

Cj 

Devil. 
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Song  and  Chorus.  Air — Hoop  dc  doodum  doo. 


“In  the  gipsies  life  you  read, 

A  life  that  all  would  like  to  lead 
That  couplet’s  Mr.  Bunn’s  indeed. 

Chorus — Hoop  de  doodum  doo. 

To  every  dodge,  sirs,  we  are  fly, 

And  virtue  reckon  all  my  eye  ; 

And  would  you  know  the  reason  why  l. 

Chorus — Hoop  de  doodum  doo. 


We  fortunes  tell  by  card  or  palm, 

Some  youth  or  maiden’s  ear  to  charm, 

And  if  they  like  it  where’s  the  harm  ? 

ChorVjS—  Hoop  de  doodmn  doo. 


At  fairs  and  races  we  are  seen, 

And  play  our  games  upon  the  green  ; 
And  many  a  pocket  out  we  clean. 


u  c. 


Chorus — Hoop  de  doodum  doo. 

(General  dance.) 


% 

Enter  Thaddeus  across  Bridge  from  l.  breathless  and  alarmed. 

Gipsies  surround  him. 


Thad.  Protect  me  !  save  me  !  hide  me  ! 

Devil.  Here’s  a  clatter  ! 

Protect  you  !  hide  you  !  yes,  we’ll  do  the  latter. 


(Gipsies  advance  menacingly. ) 

Thai).  One  minute,  let  me  get  my  breath,  good  people, 

I  lost  it  all  in  climbing  up  that  steep  hill. 

Devil.  That  steep-hill  seemingly  made  you  per -spire. 

Thad.  Yes,  ’twas  a  steeple-chase  I  can’t  admire. 

Devil.  What  !  are  you  chased  ? 

Thad.  Eh  ? 

Devil.  Pray  don’t  think  me  rude, 

We  heard  your  calling — what  was  your  pursuit  ? 

Thad.  You  see  in  me,  a-las  !  (Gipsies  express  surprise.) 

That  is  a  lad, 

Whose  two  poor  feet  a  fearful  run  have  had. 

My  name  is  novel — Thaddeus,  a  Pole — 

Who  cutting  from  my  quarters  lost  my  whole,' 

And  now  pursued,  the  hardest  fate  endure  ; 

My  poor  boots  sole-less  as  is  mj  poor -shoer. 

Hungry  and  penniless  without  a  goal, 

I’ve  lost  my  bread,  and  been  struck  off  the  roll. 
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Devil.  You’re  hungry? 

Thad.  Just  a  bit. 

Devil.  Penniless  ? 

Thad.  More  »o. 

Devil.  You’ve  been  in  jail,  I  hope  ? 

Thad.  Yes,  two  weeks  or  so. 

Devil.  Only  two  weeks,  hum  !  Two  weeks ,  how  un-fortnit ! 
Thad.  You  see  I  took  French  leave,  and  cut  to  shorten  it. 
Devil.  But  what’s  the  cause  that  you  in  this  sad  scrape  are  ? 
Thad.  I  used  to  edit  a  new  penny  paper. 

And  wrote  the  leaders  ;  did  you  read  ’em  ? 

Devil.  No ! 

Thad.  You  lost  a  treat,  then,  I  assure’you. 

Devil.  ( doubtfully )  ‘  Oh  .' 

Thad.  My  politics  were  patriotic,  pure, 

For  social  ills  1  had  the  perfect  cure. 

The  government  my  railing  feared,  and  hence 
They  at  my  slashing  style  soon  took  offence. 

Gipsy  (on  the  look  out)  ’St  !  ’st  ! 


Devil. 

Thad. 

Devil. 

Gipsy 

Devil; 

Thad. 

Devil. 


Is  it- 


Ha  !  ha  ! 

What  meansdhat  sound,  I  wonder  ? 


It  is. 


Ha  !  lia  !  a  peeler 


Oh,  save  me,  save  me  ? 


a  peeler  ! 

Thunder  ! 
How  can  I  escape  ? 


We’ll  s(h)ave  you,  though  it  is  an  awful  scrape. 
Here  take  my4cloak — so  ! 


( Throws  cloak  over  Thaddkus’s  shoulders.) 

You  may  pretty  shaw  be 
W  e’ve  got  more  ways  than  one  turn  a  baw-bee. 

I’ll  tell  them  that  you’ve  mizzled,  so  you  see, 

They,  in  their  turn,  will  mis-led  be  by  me. 

Now,  stand  like  this,  and  scowl. 

( Puts  himself  in  a  melo-dramatic  attitude ,  Thaddeus  imitates  him. ) 

So,  that’s  the  way  ; 

You  look  a  perfect  blackguard,  I  must  say  ; 

Give  me  your  cap — there  ! 


(Thaddeus  removes  the  Military  Cap  he  wears  <£  puts  oa/Devilshoof’s 

Sombrero .) 

N  ature  ever  wary, 

Provides  me  with  a  thatch,  see,  cap-all-hairy. 

Thad.  Thanks — 

Devil.  Bah  !  Your  gratitude  at  present  stow. 

The  bobbies  come. 

Who  cares  for  bobbies]?— oh  ! 


Thad. 
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(Thaddeus  throws  himself  into  a  defiant  attitude.  Gipsies  retire  up. 
Enter  Sergt.  Double  X  and  Policemen  at  sight  of  whom  Thaddeus 
rapidly  retreats  behind  Gipsies.) 


Sergt.  Halt!  Shoulder  truncheons!  Fall  in  ! 

(Two  Policemen'  commence  fighting  together.  ) 

Wliat’s  that  rout  ? 

I  said  tail  in,  so  don’t  you  chaps  tall  out. 

( Striking  them  and,  bonneting  one. ) 

Hat-tention  there  !  Ha !  ha  !  What  do  I  see  t 
That  Captain  taking  a  sly  glance  at  me  ; 

A  gang  of  vagrants,  liatciiing  of  a  plot  ; 

They’re  trespassing,  no  doubt — take  up  the  lot. 

Devil.  The  taking  up  of  me,  entails,  you’ll  find, 

The  knocking  down  of  all  the.force — so  mind. 

1  shan’t  submit  to  any  petty  ty-ranny  ; 

You’ll  find  I  speak  with  steel  (touching  dagger)  and  not  with 
irony. 

Sergt.  Ahem  !  They  are  rather  numerous,  1  declare  ; 

1  must  dissemble.  Peelers,  as  you  was  ! 

So  now  my  hairy !  ( Slaps  Devils  hoof  on  back. ) 

Devil.  Hairy  !  Stash  your  fun  ! 

I’m  not  a  (h)area  sneak  if  you  are  one. 

Sergt.  Well,  there’s  my  hand  — 

Devil.  There's  mine  quite  firm  and  steady  ; 

It’s  used  to  deeds  of  blood — see,  rough  and  reddy! 

Sergt.  Again ! 

Devil.  With  pleasure. 

Sergt.  Charmed,  I’m  sure,  sir, — I — 

It  gives  me — 

Devil.  Ah  !  Who  gave  you  that  black  eye  ? 

Sergt.  The  horrid  villain  who  this  topper  hit, 

Took  to  his  heels  and  wouldn’t  stop  a  bit  ; 

He  floored  me  in  the  gutter.  Tell  me,  pray, 

Oh,  have  you  seen  my  Floorer  pass  this  way  ? 

Devil.  What  wras  he  like  ? 

Sergt.  Ahem  !  Not  unlike  me — 

Good-looking,  tall— 

Dp:vil.  Ah,  then,  it  wasn’t  he, 

He  warn’t  at-all  good  looking. 

Sergt.  But  his  dress  ? 

Devil.  I  quite  forgot  to  ask  him  his  ad-dress. 

Sergt.  Was  he  a  soldier? 

Devil.  Well,  ’bout  that  I’m  shot 

If  I  can  tell ;  he  might  be— and— might  not. 
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vSergt.  ( aside )  His  news  is  vague,  it  puzzles  me  each  minute  ; 
His  mug  is  empty — yes,  there’s  nothing  in  it . 

I  have  it.  (Aloiid )  For  the  runaway  you  sawed, 

My  sordid  friend,  there’s  fifty  pounds  reward. 

Come,  what  d’ye  say  ? 

Thai).  ( aside )  I’d  better  oft' be  slinking. 

Sergt.  Now  for  your  answer. 

Devil.  Wait  a  bit,  I’m  thinking  : 

To  be  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  question — 

Whether  ’tis  no— 

Thai).  Permit  me  a  suggestion  ; 

For  that  reward  you’d  whistle.  Think  you  when  he 
Get’s  it,  he’ll  give  up  any  ?  Not  a  penny  / 


Devil.  Ah !  say  you  so  ?  ( They  converse. ) 

Sekgt.  Now  what  is  he  a  tellin’ 

To  that  particularly  ugly  villin  ? 

Devil.  ( aside )  As  truth  nor  falsehood  serve  me  in  the  matter, 

My  only  course  can  be  to  choose  the  latter. 

( A  loud )  You  want  to  catch  the  runaway  ? 

Sergt.  Precise-ly. 

Devil.  You  see,  then,  where  that  rock  and  precipice  lie  ? 

Up  there  he  climbed. 

Sergt.  Murder ! 

Devil.  And  fell  three  times  ; 

’Twas  clear  he  wasn’t  used  to  foreign  climbs , 

But  with  fresh  efforts  by  despair  sustained, 

He  gained  the  summit. 

Sergt.  Ah ! 

Devil.  ’Twas  summut  gained  ! 

Then  he  looked  round. 

Sbrgt;  He’ll  very  soon  look  flat. 

Devil.  And  as  his  courage  rose  he  did  like  that — 

( Takes  sight  at  Sergeant  who  is  overcome. ) 


Sergt. 

Devil. 

Sergt. 


Then  feeling  safety  was  alone  in  flight, 

He  further  moved,  and  took  another  site. 

What !  Take  a  sight  at  me  ?  At  me  ? 

At  you  ! 

I’ll  take  his-height  down  just  a  peg  or  two. 

Follow,  brave  bobbies  1  We’ll  the  rascal  catch  ! 

Through  thorn  and  briar— on,  peelers,  to  the  scratch  ! 

( Exit  up  Rocks  r.,  followed,  by  Policemen.) 


Thad.  (throwing  oft'  disguise)  Saved  !  Noble  gipsy,  let  me  kiss  your 
hand . 

(Kneels  to  Devilshoof  and  seizes  his  hand.) 

Devil.  Don’t  kneel  to  me  ! — What  are  you  going  to  stand  ? 

Thad.  I.  have  no  cash  of  which  to  be  the  donor, 

But  anyhow  I’ll  stand  a  p’int  of  honour. 


Devil.  A.  pint  of  honour  ?  That  I  never  take. 

But,  come,  a  proposition  I  will  make  : 

We’ve  saved  you  from  the  peelers— join  our  band  ? 
Thad.  I  will,  so  help  me  bobbies  ! — There’s  my  hand  ! 
Devil.  What  say  you,  comrades,  will  he  do  for  us  ? 
Gipsies  Fie  will ! 

Devil.  If  not,  we’ll  do  for  Mm!  Coll,  sus.f 


Duet  and  Chorus.  Air — hi  the  Strand. 

Devil.  For  the  rest  of  your  life  you  must  take  to  dodging, 
And  under  the  sky  you  must  make  your  lodging, 
Chorus — With  our  band,  etc. 

You  must  squat  all  day  in  the  public  gutter 
And  sighs  and  groans  you  must  utter  and  mutter 
Chorus — To  the  grand,  etc. 

And  tricks  of  necromancy 
Chorus — Oh  !  hi !  oh  ! 


Tiiad. 


You  must  learn  a  score — on  the  kitchen  floor 
To  pick  up  all  you  can  see  ! 

Chorus — Oh  !  hi !  oh  ! 

With  wishy  washy  Nancy. 

(  Dance. ) 

To  join  your  band  I’ve  no  objection, 

My  talent  lies  in  that  direction, 

Chorus — Understand,  etc. 


A  redoubtable  prig  I  soon  shall  make, 

And  my  neighbours’  goods  for  my  own  mistake. 

Chorus — Make  cm  stand,  etc. 

And  deliver  their  blunt,  oh,  fancy  ! 

Chorus — Oh,  I  owe  ! 

But  I’ll  pay  no  more  now  I’ve  joined  your  corps, 

That  would  be  too  extravagant,  see  ! 

Chorus — Oh  !  hi  !  oh  ! 

^  ^  -  We’re  as  free  as  the  wild  chimpanzee  ! 

(General  dance ,  at  conclusion  of  tohich  enter  Florestetn  excitedly  k. 

who  crossees  to  l.  ) 


Flores.  ’Elp  !  ’elp ! 

Devil.  What  means  this  ill-conditioned  whelp, 

By  rushing  in  amongst  us  with  his  yelp  ? 

Flores.  Save  her  ! 

Thad.  Save  who,  say  you  ? 

Flores.  The  child  !  the  nurse  !  a  — 

Attacked  are  by  a  bear  — 

Thad.  What !  by  an  ursa  ? 

( Scream  without.) 

A  female  shriek  !  Be  mine  the  task,  no  less, 

To  rescue  lovely  woman  in  distress  ! 

On  !  on ! 
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( Seizes  Rifle  left  at  Gat*  of  Chateau  and  exit  rapidly  r.,  followed,  by 

Devilshoof  and  Gipsies.) 

On  !  on  !  Now,  did  he  mean  to  scoff? 

He  said — on  !  on  !  and  yet  went  rushing  off. 

Well,  they  may  go  where  glory  waits  ;  I’ll  stay 
Until  such  time  as  glory  comes  this  way. 

I ’m  hold  as  any  lion,  I  declare  ; 

Yes;  who’s  afraid  ?  Ha!  ha!  ( Laughs  {defiantly. ) 

( A  shot  heard  and  growl. ) 

Oh !  oh  !  The  bear ! 

off  l.  Enter  Count  from  Chateau.  Retainers  and  Police¬ 
men  flock  in. ) 

What  means  this  rumpus  underneath  my  winders  ? 

You’ve  broken  my  tympanum  into  splinters — 

Who  fired  that  shot  ? 

Buda  ( rushing  in  r.)  Oh!  I’m  a-going  to  faint ! 

(Bud a  falls  into  Count’s  arms.) 

Count  (with  parental  solicitude)  Where  is  my  clie-ild  ? 

Buda  Dead ! 

Count  Oh!— oh! 

(Drops  Buda  who  falls  l.,  falls  himself  r.) 
Tiiad.  (rushing  in  with  Child  followed  by  Devilshoof)  She  aint ! 

(Count  and  Buda  rise.) 

Count  (talcing  Child)  My  child  alive !  She  bleeds  !  Oh,  sad  disaster  ! 

Who’s  got  a  yard  or  two  of  sticking  plaister  ? 

Thad.  ( proffering  handkerchief)  Allow  me,  sir — ’tis  but  a  trifling 
wound ; 

She’s  lightly  wounded,  and  she’s  slightly  swooned. 

Count  She  opes  her  eyes ,  and  in  my  aching  bosom 
New  hopes  arise. 

Buda  (taking  Child  from  Count)  Does ’m  feel  better,  doos ’m  ? 
Count  Take  her  indoors,  and  fetch  the  doctor  to  her. 

(Exit  Buda  and  Child  into  Chateau.) 
How  much  on  her  account  do  I  in-dure ! 

(To  Thaddeus  offering  purse.) 

Take  this,  young  stranger— fifty  quid  or  so — 

Accept  it  as  a  trifling  quid  pro  quo. 

Thad.  My  services  were  gratis— do  you  doubt  it  ? 

Devil,  {snatching purse)  Give  it  to  me  and  say  no  more  about  it. 
Count  Well,  now  for  frolic  and  festivity  ; 

Let’s  have  a  jolly  lunch  and  jollitee. 

You’ll  stay  to  lunch,  young  man  ? 

Well,  1  don’t  care, 

Although  I’ve  had  one  lunge ,  sir,  at  the  bear. 


Flores. 


l  <  £- 


(Rushes 


Count 


Thad, 
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Devil,  (aside)  Lunch!  Rapture!  Then  the  spoons  are  mine!  Oh 
lawks  ! 

I  am  a  Roskellf  So  I’ll  Hunt  the  forks! 

i  C...  ' 

(Count  seals  himself  at  head  of  Table,  Thaddeus  beside  him.  Servants 
go  to  and  fro  -preparing  the  feast.  Devilshoof  examines  everything. ) 

Count  I  hope  that  all  to  do  their  best  won’t  stickle ; 

Bring  in  the  silver  service. 

Devil,  (contemptuously,  and  who  has  pocketedj  a  couple  of  spoons ,  and. 
has  been  examining  them  it. )  It’s  all  nickel  1 

<  Mu  da  appears  at  Window  with  Child.  She  beckons  to  Devilshoof.  ) 

She’s  winking  at  me — prepossessing  damsel  ! 

I’ll  get  a  bottle,  and  d-wink  with  you  Ma’m’selle. 

(Creeps  round  back  of  Stage,  takes  Bottle  off  Table  and  exits  into  Chateau.) 


Enter  Floiiestein  sniffing ,  e.  1$£  e. 


Flores.  The  cook’s  at  work,  not  too  soon,  either,  drat  it, 

I  smell  a  rat — ha  !  ha  !  I  smell  her  at  it. 

Count  Come,  Nephew  Florestein,  sit  down,  and  while 
The  lunch  is  getting,  we’ll  the  time  beguile. 

While  for  our  stomachs  they  prepare  the  food, 

.  Suppose  we  have  a  ballet  interlude. 

(fraud  Ballet  Divertissement. 

(Daring  the  Ballet  Devilshoof  is  seen  at  Window  of  Chateau,  hobnob¬ 
bing  with  Buda.  The  Lunch  is  served  and  the  Party  at  Table  fall  to. 
Exeunt  Dancers. 

Devil.  ( at  Window)  This  port’s  uncommon  good  and  suits  my  throttle  ; 

What  say  you,  Miss,  let’s  have  another  bottle  ? 

Buda  i’ll  fetch  one — hold  the  blessed  baby. 

(Buda  disappears  from  Window.) 
Devil.  She 

Is  gone  ; — now  for  some  deep-dyed  villany  ; 

With  this  ’ere  precious  booty  will  decamp, 

This  gipsy  scamp  unto  the  gipsy's  camp. 

So  come  along  my  poppet,  for  your  ransom, 

Count  Arnheim  must  come  down,  too,  rather  handsome. 

(Descends  by  trellis-work ,  and  exits  L,  1st  e.) 
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Count  (at  Tabic  rising)  Gentlemen  all,  I’m  gratified  to  find 
My  baked  and  b’iled  well  suited  to  your  mind. 

Of  tliis  sirloin  you  haven’t  left  the  ghost, 

The  roast  has  pleased  you  and  you’ve  pleased  your  }osl ! 
My  cook  has  in  that  fillet  shown  a  deal 
( )f  skill—  I  must  do  something  for  his  weed  ! 

But  I  detain  you  ? 

Guest  '  No  ! 


Count 


Thau, 

Ka>T  -L 


Permit  your  host 

To  give  you,  then,  a  nicely  buttered  toast. 

Fill  up  a  bumper,  then,  to  him  to  drain — 

Who  doth  reign  over  us — our  s-over -reign  ! — 

To  whom  all  legions  their  allegiance  owed  first — 

The  Emperor — hurroar  ! 

I’ll  see  him  blowed  first  ! 

% 

—  (Consternation — they  come  down  stage 


■) 


Count  Did  I  hear  right  ?  His  Majesty  derided  ! 

Who  dared  to  blow  the  Emperor  ? 

Thad.  Why,  1  did. 

Blow  him  again,  head,  body,  legs,  and  toes  ; 

Yes,  blow  him  altogether — blow  his  nose  ! 

Count  (shouting)  T -reason  ! 

Thai)  Stay — t-reason  I’ll  explain — 

Why  I  so  bridle  up  against  his  reign — 

I  am  a  Pole— Clauses) 

Count  A  Pole  !  Then  why  d’ye  stick  ? 

Come,  cut  on  quicker. 

Thad.  I’m  cut  to  the  quick. 

Of  friends,  of  country,  have  I  been  bereft, 

Less  than  a  mouse  left,  for  I’m  ’ouse-less  left. 

He  killed  my  pa  and  ma,  brothers  by  dozens, 

Popped  at  my  uncles ,  cozened  all  my  cousins. 

This  was  not  all,  for  under  his  direction, 

His  brutal  soldiery  cut  my  connection  ; 

Then  all  my  kindred  being  hung  and  slaughtered, 

I  for  a  conscript,  sir,  was  drawn  and  quartered. 

The  reason  for  my  conduct  now  you  know, 

So  let  me  wind  up  with  another  blow. 

And  if  I’d  breath  the  subject  to  pursue, 

I’d  keep  on  blowing  until  all  was  blue. 

Count  You  hear  him  ?  Seize  him  ! 

Thad.  Numbers  I  defy  ! 

T’ve  warned  you  first,  you  knows ,  so  mind  your  eye. 

(Terrific  struggle,  daring  which  Dbvilshoof  is  seen  to  creep  across  the 
back  o f  Stage  with  Child.  Thaddeus  is  held  by  two  Policemen.) 

Count  You’ve  broke  the  law,  and  now  must  keep  the  peace — 

You  die  to-morrow. 

Buda  (making  frantic  gestures  at  Window )  Murder !  Thieves !  Police ! 
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Count  What  means  that  cry  ? 

Flores,  (at  Table)  Tluit  precious  nurse  is  tipsy  ! 

Count  Speak  quickly,  what’s  the  row  ? 

Buua  ( pointing  off)  The  child  !  The  gipsy  ! 

(Devilshoof  appears  at  ledge  of  rocTc  holding  up  Child  in  derision.) 

Count  What  do  I  see  ?  Oh,  I  shall  go  distracted  ! 

My  precious  babe  before  my  eyes  abstracted  ! 

Thus  the  foundation  of  my  house  is  sapped, 

The  nurse  a-napping  and  the  kid  kidnapped. 

Finale.  Air  —Duncan  Gray. 

Count  That  skunk  in  grey  came’here  to  woo, 

Chorus—  Ha  !  he’ll  be  rueing  o’t. 

The  nurse  and  crib,  the  babby  too, 

Chorus — Ha  !  he’ll  be  rueing  o’t. 

The  rascal  holds  his  head  hi’  high, 

But  we  will  have  him  by  and  by — 

Smash  him  !  thrash  him  !  Crash  him  !  hi ! 

Chorus — Robber,  hoy  !  You  beggar,  oh  ! 

Devilshoof  crosses  Bridge.  Policemen  and  Retainers  rush  up 
Rocks  in  pursuit.  Devilshoof  cuts  away  Bridge.  General  agony. 

End  of  Scene  1. 
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SCENE  2. 


Street  in  Presburg — Night .  Tent  of  the  Queen  of  the  Gipsies  R.  u.  pi 
Hotel  l.,  with  Door  ( practical ).  Windows  lighted  up . 


Enter  Devilsiioof  cautiously  r. 


Devil.  ’Tis  now  the  very  witching  hour  of  night, 

When  swells  out  on  the  loose  get  screwed  quite  tight, 

And  many  a  boosy  tumbler  full  of  liquor, 

Will  lose  his  watch ,  and  mayhap  find  his  sticker. 

I’ve  tracked  the  p’liceman  to  a  distant  area, 

With  a  fat  kitchen-maid  and  scullion,  where  he 
In  hopes  to  gain  a  culinary  treat, 

Leaves  to  itself  this  cool- ard  -airy  street  ; 

Neglecting,  as  tax-payers  learn  with  grief, 

His  round  of  duty  lor  a  round  of  beef. 

So  while  the  officer  is  off  his  beat, 

’Tis  time  our  hands  should  do  some  daring  feat.  {Whistles.) 
That  whistle  tells  them  that  they’ve  nought  to  fear— 
Comrades,  where  are  you  ? 

1st  Gip.  {rushing  in  and  striking  an  attitude)  Here! 

2nd  Gip.  ditto  Here ! 

3rd  Gip.  ditto  Here ! 

4th  Gip.  ditto  Here ! 


5tii  Gip. 


ditto 


Here  ! 


Devil.  ’Tis  well,  my  rum  uns  of  the  Romany— 

Prigs,  burglars,  foot-pads,  blackguards  generally, 

You’re  welcome  ;  like  stage-villains  now  must  we 
Concoct  some  horrid  piece  of  villany  ; 

With  daggers  drawn  and  rolling  bloodshot  eyes, 

Cry  in  one  breath — Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  he  dies  ! 

This  is  the  genuine  transpontine  drama. 

You  know  your  parts  ? 

Gipsies  {rushing  down)  We  do ! 

Devil.  Yes,  that’s  the  hammer. 


PKV  1  L. 


Song.  Air — Old  Bob  Ridley. 

We  are  six  blackguards,  fierce,  ferocious, 

Deadly,  desperate,  atrocious, 

Oh  ! 

Fly  to  every  kind  of  sport-a, 

From  pitch  and  toss  up  to  manslaughter, 

For  we’ll  rob  and  diddle  you,  oh  !  etc. 

( spoken )  Night  folks,  are  you  looking  out  for  this  garotter  ? 

For  he’ll  rob  and  diddle  you,  oh  ! 

{Dance. ) 

Oh,  yes,  I  guess  we’re  awful  vagabonds, 

Always  found  wherever  swag  abounds, 

Oh  ! 

Nothing  villanous  we  stick  at, 

Every  murd’rous  game  we’re  slick  at, 

For  we’ll  rob  and  diddle  you,  oh  !  etc. 

(spoken)  Tight  folks  have  ye  got  your  hi  on  your  protectors  ? 

For  we’ll  rob  and  diddle  you,  oh  ! 

(Dance) 

Devil.  A  footstep—  hark  !  A  swell ! — this  way  he’ll  come  ! 

He’s  spun  his  night  out,  now  he’ll  reel  it  home. 

Each  to  his  hiding-place  —begone !  Stay,  stay  ! 

Have  you  your  knives  ? 

Gipsies  ( simultaneously  flourishing  two  awful  looking  daggers  each) 

¥e  have  1 

Devil.  ’Tis  well  1 — Away  ! 

(Devilshoof  and  Gipsies  retire  different  ways.) 
Enter  Florestein  tipsy  R. 

Flores.  The  wine  was  good,  but  why— hie — did  1  mix  it  ? 

They  say  I’m  drunk — that’s  true — ihat—ipsy  dixit  ! 

No,  it’s  rid-ic-ulous  ;  I’m  not  so  green  ; 

I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales  !  Ha  !  ha  ! — lch  dien  ! 

If  you  would  know  why  I’m  so — hie — elated, 

I’ve  Sillery  drunk,  and  I’m — hic—sillery—ated  ! 

I’m  such  a  late  art-ic-le,  I  must  state, 

I  find  it  diff-ic-ult  to  art-ie-ulate. 

My  brain  with  Latin  pronouns  I  must  ply  it — 

Hie  hcec,  hoc,  hug  us  ! — 

(Devilshoof  steals  behind  and  garottes  him.) 
Hi  !  You-jus ’  keep  quiet  ! 

Let  go,  I  say,  and  let  me  go  !  (Struggles  away}  going  r.  ) 
1st  Gip.  {stopping  him)  You  don’t. 

Flores.  Oh,  very  well,  I’ll  go  this  way.  {Turns  going  l.1 

2nd  Gip.  (stopping  him)  You  won’t. 
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Flores. 

Devil. 
Flores. 
Devil. 
Flores  . 
Devil. 

Flores. 

Devil. 

Flores. 


Devil. 

Flores. 


Oh,  here’s  a  pretty  go  ;  just  tell  me  what 
You  want  ? 

Not  much  ;  say,  everything  you've  got. 

What!  Everything? 

Yes,  everything. 

By  Jove ! 

Or 

We’ve  no  objection  to  a  trifle  over. 

My  personal  property  ? 

Yes,  purse  an'  all. 

What !  nail  my  brads ,  arid  rob  me  of  my  awl  1  ' 

This  is  a  chisel. 

Come,  where’s  your  Geneva  ? 

Here,  here’s  my  what-dye-call ,  a  patent  le(a)ver. 


(Gives  Watch  to  Df.vilshoof.) 

This  thingumbob  contains  my  only  shilling.  (Offers purse.) 
Devil.  Shillin’  ?  Shejl  out ! 

Flores.  There,  take  it,  ugly  villin  ! 

Devil.  Villain  !  Hard  names  don’t  be  so  free  to  deal, 

Or  on  your  calf's  head  you’ll  a  knuckler  veel ! 

Here,  keep  your  purse,  and  I  will  take  in  change 
That  chain  around  your  neck. 

Flores.  What  an-ex-cha(i)nge  ! 


(Gives  Chain  and  Medallion  to  Devilshoof.) 

Devil.  Now  I’ve  got  all  I  well  can  spare  the  rest. 

( A  loucl  to  \  Divide  the  spoil,  take  each  what  you  like  best. 

Gipsies)  \  Just  clean  him  out  and  then  let  him  be  swung  ; 

He’s  not  too  old ,  I  fancy,  to  be  (y)'ung. 

Flores.  Hang  me  !  no,  don’t  !  oh,  spare  a  helpless  orphan  ; 

My  anguish  surely  will  your  hang-wish  soften. 

Devil.  It  can’t  be  done.  Seize  him  !  (Gipsies  seize  him.) 

Flores.  It’s  all  up  now. 

And  for  my  courtesy  I  shall  get  a  bough. 

To  the  next  tree  my  trembling  form  they  tie  will. 

Who'll  help  me  in  minx-ex-tree- mity  ? 


( 


The  Curtain  of  Tent  is  suddenly  pushed  aside  and  the  Queen  of  the 
Gipsies  appears  in  the  entrance.) 


Queen 


I  will  !  (Chord.) 


Concerted  Piece.  Air — Billy  Patterson. 

Queen  Oh,  what  means  this  row  in  the  dead  of  the  night  ? 

Eh  ?  Still  the  clatter,  sons. 

You’ve  broken  my  rest,  and  you've  given  me  a  fright. 


Chorus — Oh,  woe  !  Oh,  woe  ! 

Flores:  I'm  saved  anyhow  from  a  death  by  suspension — 
She’ll  end  the  matter  soon. 

And  I  d  best  cut  my  stick  to  avoid  more  contention — 


Gipsies  ( interposing  as  Floeestein  attempts  to  steel  off  )  Oh,  no  !  oh,  no! 

Devil.  You  don’t  steal  off  like  that, 

Nor  come  round  us,  that’s  flat  ; 

We've  got  a  bone  or  two, 

To  pick  along  with  you. 

Gipsies  ( dancing  menacingly  round  Florestein) 

So  while  we  whirl  around, 

Just  keep  within  the  bound, 

Or  one  to  twenty  thousand  ’tis  that  you’ll  be  hanged  or  drowned. 

(General  dance ,  at  conclusion  of  which  Queen  comes  down.  ) 

Return  to  him  whatever  you  have  taken. 

Gammon  ! 

No  gammon — I  would  save  his  bacon  l 

(aside)  To  lose  this  rich  medallion,  then,  I  fear. 

If  that’s  it,  you  don't  catch  me-dallying  here, 

I’m  off. 

(Slinks  off  k.  unperceived  by  Queen.  Gipsies  give  back  things  taken 

from  Floeestein.) 

Flores,  (kneeling  to  Queen)  Thanks,  generous  lady,  very  sad’ll 
My  conduct  seem  if  I  do  not — 

Queen  (sharply)  Skedaddle  ! 

Flores,  (vising)  Eh?  Yes,  of  course. 

(Aside)  What  an  unmannered  bein’ ! 
From  here  I  flee  with  both  my  ears  a  flea  in. 

( Going  l.  and  returning.) 

A  diamond  medallion  I  still  lack. 

Queen  Who’s  got  it  ? 

Gipsy  Devilshoof. 

Queen  Then  fetch  him  back  ; 

How  dare  lie  slight  the  queen  of  this  brave  band, 

And  play  on  her  his  tricks  of  slight — off  hand  l 

What  does  he  mean  by  sloping ,  when  I  say 

For  once,  be  upright  ?  Fetch  him  back  !  No,  stay  ( 

Your  jewel  shall  be  returned  by  him  who  took  it ; 

And  now,  my  friend,  perhaps  you’d  better  hook  it. 

Flores,  I’m  but  too  glad  to  quit  this  situation. 

My  neck  has  such  a  dread  of  dis -location . 

Hook  it  ?  I’ve  nearly  been  sewn  up,  so  I 
From  here  to  my  hotel  will  hook  and  hie ! 

(Exit  Florestiin  into  Hotel.) 


Queen 

Devil. 

Queen 

Devil. 


Queen 


Arline 

Thad. 

Arline 

Thad. 

Arline 

Thad* 


He’s  gang  awa’,  as  Scotchmen  say,  so  you 
My  thievish,  murd’rous  gang,  had  best  gang  too. 

You’ve  work  to  do,  and  half  the  night  has  down. 

You’ve  got  my  leave,  be  quick  and  take  your  own. 

{Exeunt  Gipsies.). 

1  am  alone,  and  free  from  prying  moles- 
Tation  ;  in  solitude  I’ll  seek  my  solace. 

Tis  love’s  fierce  flame  that  burns  and  doth  consume  me. 

Oh,  cruel  fate  !  Love’s  torch  is  torture  to  me. 

Yet,  when  I  try  to  sound  my  ticklish  state, 

I  cry  out — is  it  love  ?  and  hesitate. 

He’s  such  a  very  nice  young  man ;  I’m  sure 
He’s  all  my  fancy  painted  him,  and  more. 

He  has — to  paint  his  features  I  will  try-  - 
A  nasal  organ,  and  an  ’azel  eye. 

Tho’  dressed  in  rags  and  tatters  when  he  begs, 

He's  still  a  beau— as  also  are  his  legs. 

His  lips  are  c(h)oral,  and  his  hair  is  curly, 

His  cheeks  are  ro.se,  his  teeth  are  got-up -pearly. 

My  passion  hopeless  is,  and  why  ? —  I  fear 
My  buck’s  took  to  his  heart  another  dear. 

E’en  nature’s  mockery  my  plaints  educe  : 

Thaddeus,  I  cry  ;  and  echo  cries  “  the  deuce!  ” 

Arline  it  is,  who  sets  me  thus  a  snarling, 

’Tis  she  alone  who  is  his  cherished  d -arling  ; 

She  bears  her  head  too  high — her  porte’s  too  fine — 

I’ll  bring  that  porte  down  to  a  common  w{li)ine. 

They  come  this  way— I’ll  keep  within  their  range. 

And  this  deep  lot  a  deep  plot  will  arrange.. 

Me  they  defy,  but  let  them  have  a  care — 

Let  them  be  where  they  will — let  them  beware  / 

So,  they  are  here — but  me  they  must  not  see — 

To  gain  my  own  deep  end,  depend,  on  me. 

{Retires  into  Tent  at  bach.) 


Music.  Enter  Arline  and  Thaddeus  l. 

Thaddeus,  why  art  thou  thad  l—  Yes,  tell  me  how 
Comes  that  black  care  upon  your  open  brow  ? 

Come,  cheer  up. 

Chirrup!  ’Twill  in.  comfort  bring, 
I  havn’t  got  a  voice  for  any -thing. 

Oh,  ay ! — 

Heiglio ! 

I  beg  that  you  wont  sigh  ; 

If  you  sigh  so,  quit  my  so-cie ty. 

Arline,  how  can  you  ? 


I 


A  KLINE 


Well,  1  won’t  complain, 

Bat  then  you  won’t  heigho  I  ho- pe  again. 

You  ought  to  be  good  tempered,  that  you  ought,  air  ; 

I’ve  sought  you  out,  and  find  yon  out  of  sorts,  sir  ; 
Remember  that  you  are  a  high-bred  Pole, 

’Twill  never  do  to  act  a  crusty  role. 

Thad.  You’re  right. 

Arline  And  so  to  make  you  feel  more  properer, 

I’ll  sing  the  well-known  ditty  from  the  Opera. 

Song.  Air — 7  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  Marble  Halls. 

A  rune  T  dream’d  that  I  felt  I  could  hardly  crawl, 

With  a  parcel  of  mulls  by  my  side  ; 

And  that  all  of  them  trembled  when  I  chose  to  squall, 
Which  I  did  when  the  soap  I  eyed. 

I  had  itches  too  great  to  count  almost, 

For  the  flies  were  a  pester  and  bane, 

And  I  also  dream’d  which  harmed  me  most. 

That  they  druv  me  nigh  insane. 

I  dream'd  that  tutors  were  brought— a  band 
Of  wights  called  LL.  D., 

And  what  rows  we  had  ere  I’d  understand, 

And  could  master  my  A.B.C.  ; 

And  I  dream’d  one  day,  by  the  tuppenny  ’bus, 

A  bearded  bandit  came  ; 

And  although  I  screamed,  from  my  faithful  nus* 

He  lugged  me  still  the  same. 

Thad.  Strange  girl,  the  secret  of  your  birth  I’ve  kept 
For  fifteen  years — one  wink  is  all  I’ve  slept, — 

But  now  since  you  know  all,  I  feel — 

Arline  Yes,  yes  ? 

Thad.  I  ought  at  once  the  secret  to  confess  — 

Know,  then,  you  had  a  mother — 

Arline  .  Ah !  'a  mere ! 

Thad.  Likewise  a  pa — her  husband — 

Arline  Ah  1  a  pere  ! 

Thad.  A  pair— a  couple— that  is  parents  two— 

You  are  their  daughter  ! 

Arline  Ah!  I  fille  it’s  true* 

Thad.  Of  noble  race  they  were.  Your  pa  I  knew, 

A  good  old  boss,  though  thought  by  some  a  screw. 
Wrapped  in  your  ma — though  you  may  think  it  gammon 
He  seemed  entirely  absorbed  in  maman  (Mammon)— 

She  died  ! 

Arline  (; pathetically )  She  did  I 

Thad.  Hot  before  you  were  born. 

Arline  Why  did  she  go-to  leave  her  kid  forlorn  ? 
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Thad. 


Oh,  ina  !  Oh,  mu  !  ( Weeps.) 

Pray  let  your  feelings  go  it  ; 
Cry  out  “  Ho-ma  !”  and.  quote  the  ancient  poet. 
But  while  a  tribute  to  her  manes  you  pour, 

Say  if  you  manes  to  love  me  as  before. 

Am. ink  How  can  you  ask  ?  From  you  I’ll  never  sever  ; 

No,  let  th ose-tears  avouch  I  'm  yours  for  heifer. 
Tiiad.  This  anguish  shocks  me, — oh,  restrain  your  grief. 

And  wipe  your  eyes,  dear,  with  this  'anguish -chief  ! 


( Presents  Handkerchief . ) 

Think,  love,  I’m  a  deserter,  doomed  to  die, 

If  I  am  caught — 1  may  be  by  and  bye — 

So  as  the  poet  says,  I  don’t  know  where, 

Don  t  waste  your  sweetness  on  the  desert-er  ! 

Arline  Don’t  speak  of  it,  that  by  and  by  will  be 
A  dreadful  sell,  and  sell,  alas  !  for  me. 

Thad.  Then  let  us  both  look  forward  to  the  past 
In  one  long  sweet  embrace. 

(Arline  and  Thaddeus  take  Stage  to  opposite  comers ,  and  rush  forward 
to  embrace.  Queen  interposes  between  them.) 

Stay,  not  so  fast ! 


Queen 

Arline  &  Thad.  The  Queen 
Queen 

Thad.  (aside)  A  case  of  pickles,  this  is, — 

Pickles  !  yes,  she  looks  Crosse  and  Black— 


The  same. 


Queen 

Thad. 


(aloud) 

Back  !  Backer 


well%  Missis  ? 


Blow  your  bacca  !  Stand  aside  ! 

You’re  in  the  way — my  way— towards  my  bride. 

Queen  What,  she  ? 

Thad;  What’s’she  ?  Asigood  a  girl — 

Queen  Oh,  pooh  l 

Arline  At  any  rate,  I’m  quite  as  good  as  you  ; 

And  if  you  think  he  loves  you,  you’re  mistaken , 

Or  rather  you’re  Miss  left,  that  is,  forsaken. 

Queen  (aside)  Forsaken  me,  for  sake  on  her,  the  chit ! 

The  way  to  bite,  I’ll  shew  her— wait  a  bit.  ( Meditates .) 

I  must  appear  to  humour  their  pretences. 

(Aloud)  Have  you  reflected  on  the  consequences  : 

Think  what  a  life  when  you  a  two-pair-back  are  in  ; 

The  land-lady  who  prigs  your  tea  and  saccharine  ; 

The  dirty  maid  who  your  pomatum  uses, 

W ears  your  best  bonnet  and  the  cat  accuses  ; 

And  last  not  least,  that  awful  plague  the  cat, 

Who  licks  up  every  drop  of  milk  and  pat 
Of  butter.  Tell  me,  have  you  thought  of  that  '< 
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Th AD.  We’re  quite  prepared. 

Queen  (aside)  Ah,  well,  ’twill  suit  my  plans. 

(Aloud)  I’ll  call  the  band  in  and  put  up  the  banns. 

(Queen  whistles.  Enter  Gipsies.) 

Gipsies,  see  here  a  sister  and  a  brother, 

Who've  quite  resolved  to  marry  one  another. 

To-morrow,  ere  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

This  man  and  maid,  too,  shall  be  both  made  one. 

(Gipsies  cheer.  Lovers  embrace.) 


Queen 


Thad. 

A  rune 
Queen 


Arline,  i 
Thad.  &  . 
Chorus.  \ 


Concerted  Piece.  Air —Shidamalink. 

’Twill  in  the  end  be  proved  that  I 
Have  been  a  friend,  indeed,  now, 

That  observation’s  all  my  eye, 

‘Tis  very  easy  seed,  now. 

To  marry  we  wish,  and  out  of  hand, 

It  shall  be  done  to-morrow. 

A  ticket  we’ll  take  to  happy  land. 

And  quit  the  realms  of  sorrow. 

I’ve  bid  ’em  to  think  that  apres  tout, 

Arline  will  be  a  bride,  oh  ! 

They’re  green  just  now,  but  they’ll  look  blue 
Before  the  knot  is  tied,  oh  ! 

I’ve  bid  ’em  to  think,  etc. 

She’s  bid  us  to  think  that  apres  tout, 

Arline  will  be  a  bride,  oh  !  f 

The  Queen,  just  now,  looks  rather  blue,  f 

And  most  dissatisfied,  oh  !  ) 

0 General  dance ,  and  Scene  closes  in.) 


End  of  Scene  2* 


Ensemble, 
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SCENE  3. 


A  Forest  Path.  Enter  Queen  l. 

Queen  Tlius  far,  thus  good  ;  I’m  certain  of  success  ; 

There’s  none  so  strong  as  I  in  wm&edness. 

Arline  shall  fall  by  slander’s  arrow  struck, 

She’ll  get  a  pill  if  I  have  no  ill  luck . 

That  rich  medallion  Devilshoof  brings  here, 

I  'll  give  her  as  a  marriage  souvenir  ; 

Then  while  she  has  it  round  her  neck,  I’ll  pack 
A  posse  of  police  upon  her  track. 

Revenge  is  sweet — ha!  ha!  This  very  place 
Has  seen  them  bill  and  coo,  before  my  face. 

Here,  when  with  summer’s  sweltering  heat  oppressed. 
They  met,  took  tea,  and  mustered  and  c'rcssd  ; 

While  I,  my  love  unknown,  myself  deceivin’. 

Oft  thought  it  odd-  to  find  my  bosom  heavin'. 

But  where’s  that  Devilshoof  ?  His  conduct’s  queer; 
Why  ain’t  the  laggard  here  ? 

Enter  Devilshoof  n. 

Devil,  As  Legardere 

Observes  in  the  Duke’s  Motto,  “  I  am  here  !” 

Queen  I  see  you  are.  My  Devilshoof  draw  near  ; 

I’ve  known  you  for  a  faithful  counsellor, 

True  to  the  gipsy -band  and  to  the  core  ; 

Not  too  particular  to  when  and  how, 

Able  to  brow  beat  with  that  beetle  brow  ; 

Down  to  a  thing  or  two,  and  up  to  snuff  ; 

A  double-dyed,  etcetera. 

Devil.  ( overcome )  Enough! 

Queen  Was  not  your  tender  infancy  my  care  ? 

Your  limbs  to  brace,  your  youthful  nails  to  pare , 

And  cut  and  comb  again  that  comely  hair  ; 

Those  chubby  cheeks  to  lave  alone,  those  locks 
Render  impervious  to  the  hardest  knocks  ; 

To  gain  the  key-stone  of  your  heart  my  task  ? 

That  is  the  keystone  that  I  want  to  ask. 

Devil.  No  more  ! 

Queen  Recall  with  ever  new  delight 

The  bath  of  each  returning  Sat’d’y  night  ; 

The  yellow  soap  — 
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Devil;  [rubbing  his  eyes)  Eye  do. 
Queen 
Devil. 

Queen 


That  made  you  yell, 


Oh! 


The  water  always  cold,  that  made  you  bellow. 

Remember  how  I  taught  your  youthful  mind 
To  think  your  own  whatever  you  might  find  ; 

And  when  you  failed  in  what  I  did  direct  yer, 

I  often  lectured  and  as  often  licked  yer. 

Devil.  You  hided  me. 

Queen  Hi-didf  Yourself  you  prided; 

Your  actions  and  yourself  were  both  once-hided. 

Twas  for  your  good. 

Devil.  (■ rubbing  a  sore  point)  Yes,  though  1  didn’t  feel 
Till  afterwards,  that  it  was  for  my  w(Ji)eal. 

Queen  Since  then  you’ve  grown  to  manhood,  and  with  distress, 
I  find  you’ve  grown  ill -man-nered  to  your  mistress. 
Devil;  No,  r’yal  lady. 

Queen  (sharply)  Don’t  you  rile  me  ; 

Nor  on  your  knees  pretend  to  on-knccs-ty  ; 

Last  night,  for  instance,  when  I  bade  you  stop. 

I  did  but  pay  my  duty  on  the  hop. 

With  you,  you  look  on  my  unlooked  for  vi-sit, 

(aside)  She  knows ! 


Devil. 

Queen 

Devil. 

Queen 

Devil. 

Queen 


A  gold  medallion- 


Give  it  to  me. 

Devil  (aside)  I  would,  too,  if  I  dare. 

(Aloud)  I  meant  to  give  it  to  you  for  your  share. 
Queen  Another  link  this  to  my  plot  supplies, 

It  couldn’t  well  escape  from  my  lynx  eyes. 


Ha  !  She  eyes  it ! 


(Gives  Medallion 
to  Queen.) 


Duet.  Air — Sprig  oj  Shillelah. 

Queen  I’ve  a  plot  that  will  work  and  am  free  to  confess 
That  it’s  fifty  to  one  it’s  a  certain  success  ; 

And  that  Thaddeus  will  mine  be  is  quite  evident. 

Miss  Arline  shall  suffer  for  daring  to  take 

The  man  from  my  arms  whom  I  wish  for  to  make 

My  hubby,  so  her  little  game  I  will  baulk  ; 

She’s  got  for  to  go,  so  her  chalks  she  may  walk, 

And  her  sprig  I  shall  hail  as  the  sock  of  a  queen. 

Devil.  I’m  a  downy  card  very,  and  know  well  what’s  what, 

And  a  full  share  of  brains  here  I  think  1  have  got, 

So  she’d  better  beware  this  inimical  gent. 

For  a  watch  on  her  actions  I  surely  will  set, 

And  pop  goes  her  weasel  the  first  chance  I  get, 

Her  footsteps  I’ll  dog  and  her  heels  I  will  trip, 

My  lucky  star  never  yet  gave  me  the  slip  ; 

So  this  prig  he  will  nail  her  and  sham  mock  chagrin. 

( Dance  and  cmu'ixi.) 


End  of  Scene  3. 
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SCENE  4. 


A  Grand  Fair  in  the  public  Platz  and  Ditches  of  Presburg. 
Hotel  l.,  on  which  is  inscribed  in  large  letters  “  Justice  sold  here  /” 
Booths ,  iO c. ,  on  all  sides.  A  Sparring  Booth  with  Platform  ( practical ) 
and  another  loith  a  painting  of  a  Giant  and  Dwarf.  Ginger -bread 
and  Nut-shooting  Stalls,  Aunt  Sally,  (be. ,  &c. ,  different  points. 
Groups  of  Peasantry  cover  the  Stage.  General  confusion.  Cries  of 
“  Ha'penny  a  shot !”  “  .Right  in  the  bull's-eye  !"  “  Try  your  fortune 
(hr..,  d:c.  Short  Ballet ,  at  conclusion  of  which ,  enter  1st  Showman  amt 
others  infighting  costume  on  Platform  of  Sparring  Booth,  he  strikes 
Gong  and  shouts  through  Trumpet  “ Hi  !  hi!  hi/”  Crowd  gather 
round. 

1st  Show.  Walk  up,  the  sport’s  just  going  to  begin, 

We  want  to  see  you  have  the  first  go  in. 

There’s  no  deception  in  this  fancy  lot, 

Our  charge  is  only — 

Shrill  Voice  Ha’penny  a  shot !  (Uproar.) 

2nd  Show.  ( appearing  from  Booth )  Hi  !  hi !  Walk  up,  the  giant’s  now 
on  view. 

1st  Show.  ( introducing  Prizefighter )  The  Slogging  Slasher,  known  as — 

3rd  Show.  Gurraboo, 

The  Indian  Chief,  will— 

4th  Show.  Dance  an  Irish  jig. 

3rd  Show.  First  swallow  knives,  then  eat — 

5th  Show.  The  learned  pig. 

1st  Show.  { introducing  another  Prizefighter )  As  also  Conkey  Jem — 

4th  Show.  And  Paddy  Eoo, 

Who  whopped — 

2nd  Show.  The  giantess ! 

3rd  Show.  And  eat  her  too ! 

5th  Show.  Which  you  will  find  with  history  will  tally— 

2nd  Show.  She’s  four  and  forty  stun,  is — 

Shrill  Voice  Old  Aunt  Sally! 

1st  Show.  Walk  up,  1  say  !  Hi !  mum  ! 

( Descends  Platform .  and  catches  hold  of  Woman  in  crowd. ) 


Oh,  you  get  out ! 


5  th  Show. 

She’s  mine. 

1st  Show.  She  ain’t. 

5th  Show.  Now,  what  are  you  about  ? 

1st  Show.  The  lady  wants  to  see  the  sparring. 

5th  Show.  1  No  ! 

The  learned  pig  attracted  her, — leave  go. 

1st  Show.  You’re  hurting  of  her — just  mind  what  you’re  at. 

{Pashes  5th  Showman  away.) 

5th  Show.  Oh,  if  you  come’to  that,  take  that  !  {Hits  1st  Showman.) 
1st  Show.  '  “  Take  that ! 

( Knocks  5th  Showman  down.  General  uproar. ) 

Enter  Sergeant  Double  X  r.u.e.  He  rushes  at  an  unoffending  Person 
and,  bonnets  him  with  his  truncheon.  Croxod  jail  back . 

Sergt.  Now,  then,  move  on — that  is,  move  off,  you  mob, 

Take  to  your  heels,  or  take  one  for  your  nob. 

{Threatening  with  Truncheon. ) 
Stand  backeter.  {Pushing  back  Peasant  vjJio  murmurs.) 

Now,  don’t  let’s  have  no  more  words, 

(To  little  Boy  -who  pushes  himself  in  front.) 

Small  urchin,  none  of  your  small  lurchings  forward  : 

Count  Arnheim’s  coming,  and  will  soon  be  here  ; 

Don’t  stand  on  forms  but  greet  him  with  a  cheer. 

Now,  take  your  time  from  me  :  hip,  hip, — 

Small  Boy  (only)  Hurray  ! 

Enter  Count  r.u.e.  His  hair  is  white;  he  is  considerably  thinner. 

Count  For  this  pure  burst  of  public  feeling,  pray 

Accept  my  warmest  thanks.  (Comes  down  Stage.) 

That  duty  done, 

1  can  enjoy  my  misery  alone. 

Just  fifteen  years  ago  this  very  day. 

My  daughter,  Arline,  stolen  was  away. 

My  child  and  heir  !  Shall  1  ne’er  see  her  more  ! 

To  that  sweet  heir  I  vainly  cry  encore. 

My  girl  by  a  guerilla  band  was  ta’en  ; 

My  cherub  !  I  shall  ne’er  cheer  up  again. 

It  was  a  blow,  my  hair’s  turned  white,  and  J 
Nigh  mad  with  grief,  am  half  inclined  to  die. 

Through  fasting,  too,  I’m  now  in  sad  condition  ; 

I’m  quite  un-appy, —  quite  un-appy-riiion. 

Look  at  my  figure,  once  so  elephanting, 

The  joint  effects  of  whiskey,  grief,  and  banting, 

Before  she  left  1  was  all  fat,  1  ween, 

What  am  I  now  ?  Oh,  answer  that,  All-lean  ' 
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'  Song. 


(Exit  Count  into  Hotel  l. ,  followed  by  Sergeant  Double  X.) 

Enter  Tiiaddeus  r.  and  Arlinb  l  ,  opposite  sides. 

Thad,  My  Arline  ! 

Arlinb  Thuddeus ! 

Thad.  My  soul ! 

Arline  My  Pole ! 


Enter  Queen  l.  1st  li.  observing  them. 

Queen  Oh,  for  a  dagger  or  a  poison  bowl ! 

A  dagger,  all  f  Into  her  heart  I’d  strike  it ; 

Look  at  ’em,  drat  ’em  !  Didn’t  she  seem  to  like  it. 

Ahem  !  ahem  !  ( coughing  to  attract  attention.) 

Arline  ( turning )  Those  hems  are  out  of  place. 

Thad.  That  brace  ot  herns  has  quite  spoilt  our  licm-brace  ! 

Queen  So,  so  ! 

Thad.  She  looks  as  though  she  would  be  killing  her, 

With  hem  and  so,  already  she’s  a  milling  her  ! 

Queen  Don’t  be  alarmed,  my  presence  shan’t  oppress  you  ; 

I’ve  dropped  in,  children,  with  intent  to  bless  you.  ; 

And  though  my  presence  mayn’t  be  Apropos, 

My  gifts,  perhaps,  will  please  you  both,— see! 

(Produces  Florestbin’s  Medallion.) 

Arline  &  Thad.  Oh  ! 

Arline  How  very  pretty  ! 

Queen  It’s  for  you,  Arline, 

A  wedding  present  from  the  Gipsy  Queen  ; 

Take  it.  (To  Arline.) 

Take  her.  (To  Tiiaddeus.) 

Be  happy  both — and  yet  - 
Take  care  that  business  you  do  not  forget. 

No  thanks.  See,  yonder  comes  a  swell  this  way. 

As  lie  goes  by  contrive  to  make  him  pay. 

(Exit  Queen  l.  IsQe.  Tiiaddeus  and  Arline  retire  up.) 


Enter  Florestrin  r.  “2nd  e. 

Flores.  Call  this  a  fair  ?  It’s  quite,  I  do  declare. 

Like  grocers’  tea, — ha  1  ha ! — a  sloe  affair  ; 
That’s  very  good,  —  s — 1 — o — e,-  d’ye  see  ? 

1  must  repeat,  that’s  very  good  —for  me. 

I’ve  been  in  ev’ry  show  and  panorama. 

At  Richardson’s  sat  through  a  five-act  drama, 
Which  lasted  fifteen  minutes  at  the  most. 

With  thirteen  murders  and  a  horrid  ghost. 

1  saw  a  pirate  with  a  frightful  coarse  air, 

With  pistols,  daggers,  and  a  wig  of  horse-hair, 
A  lot  of  peasants,  virtuous  and  clean, 

Also  a  titled  villain,  old  and  mean  ; 

A  sweet  young  damsel,  honest,  pure  and  thrifty, 
With  such  a  waist,  and  something  under  fifty. 

Arline  comes  down  r. 


Arline  Tell  you  your  fortune,  pretty  sir, 

Flores,  (aside)  Oh,  lor  ! 

A  prettier  girl,  I’m  sure,  I  never  saw. 

(Aloud)  To  meet  with  you,  my  sweet  one,  is  great  luck. 

(Chuclcs  Arline  under  cliin.) 


Arline  ( drawing  herself  up)  Excuse  me,  sir,  but  that’s  beyond  a  chuck. 
Flores,  (aside,  confidentially)  She  doesn’t  mean  it. 

(Aloud)  Don’t  be  shy,  my  dear, 

Your  charms  have  really  struck  me  —  (Attempts  to  kiss  her ,  she 

On  the  ear !  boxes  his  ears.) 

Arline  Behave  yourself. 

Flores,  (aside)  Egad,  I  got  it  hot ; 

I  didn’t  think  such  arms  as  those  she'd  got. 

I’ll  flatter  her. 


(Aloud)  A  slap-up  girl  you  are  ; 

Come,  give  a  chap  a  buss — (Advances.  Arline  knocks  off  his  hat) 
Arline  Sir,  chapeau  bas ! 

When  you  to  ladies  speak.  (People  laugh.) 

Flores.  (Picking  up  Hat )  At  me  they  scoff; 

Since  they  laugh  at  me  I’ll  myself  take  off. 

So—  (Going  l  runs  against  Thaddecs.) 

Thad.  l.  Eli  ? 

Arline  r.  (pointing  to  Florestein)  He  ! 

Flores,  c.  (astonished,)  I  ? 

Thad.  (shaking  his  head  at  him)  Oh  ! 

Arline  You! 

Flores.  Five  vowels,  eh  ? 


(People  laugh  and,  hoot.) 

Five  howls,  too  ;  this  hooting’s  most  outre  ; 

Well,  “  hoot  awa’,”  as  Scotchmen  say,  and  so 
I’ll  just  levant,  and  to  my  uncle  go. 

( Going  l.  runs  against  Queen,  who  enters.  Thaddeus  and  Arline  have 

retired  up  Stage. 
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Queen  Stay 
Flores.  Eh ) 

Queen  (putting  finger  on lips)  Mum  ! 

Flores.  Y es,fmum  ! 

Queen  Hush  ! 

Flores.  Precisely  so. 

Queen  Tremble  ! 

Flores.  I  do. 


Queen  You  know  me  ? 

Flores.  Yes— I— know. 


Queen  You  see  thatfpair  ? 

Flores.  *  Where  ? 

Queen  ( pointing  to  Arline  and  Thaddeus)  There  l 
Flores.  Oh,  yes,  I  see, 

Just  now  that  pair  a  jargon-held  with  me. 

Queen  Observe  the  girl. 

Flores.  ( critically )  She  has  been  pretty  fair, 

But — 

Queen  Bother  what  she  was, — look,  what’s  she  wear. 

Flores.  A  crinoline,  for  aught  1  know. 

Queen  Young  feller, 

Do  you  see  any  — 

Flores.  Green  % 

Queen  No,psirrah,  yeller 

Around  her  neck,  hid  in'  her  dress’s  crease 
Js  your  medallion  ! 

Flores.  ( shouting )  Police  !  police  ! 


( General  uproar .  Exit  Queen  l.  lsi  k.  ) 


Enter  Sbrgent  Double  X  and  Policemen  from  Hall  of  Justice.  Ser¬ 
geant  seizes  the  wrong  'party.  Florestein  points  to  Arline  and 
advances  towards  her.  Thaddeus  plants  himself  before  Arline. 

Flores.  Seize^her ! 

Thai).  Not  quite  so  fast, — the  charge,  come,  state  it. 

Flores.  That  girl’s  a  robber ! 

Thad.  Who’ll  co-robber-rate  it  ? 

Flores.  >r  Seize  her  at  once, — seize  her,  that  is,*stop  her. 

She’s  stold  a  trinket ! 

Thai).  No,  he’s-toZrf  a  wrhopper  ! 

Flores.  ’Twas  but  last  night  some  daring  rogue  did  collar  it. 

Arline  (shewing  Medallion)  This  ? 

Sergt.  Come,  no  nonsense,  dont  you  go  and  swaller  it  ! 

Now  then,  young  feller,  I’ve  got  my  hi  on  you.  (To  Thaddeus) 
Thad.  (dravnng  dagger )  Touch  her,  you’ll  find  I’ve  got  my  i-on  too, 

( Struggle .  Thaddeus  and  Arline  are  captured  by  (he  Poli  r  ) 


CONCERTED  I’lECE. 


Ail-  —  The  Dark  Girl  dressed  in  HI  tie. 


Flores,  to  Arlink 

Arlink  to  Sergt. 
Thad.  to  Arlink. 

A  ll,  except  > 

Arlink  &  Thad.  ) 

Sergt. 

Flores. 

Arlink  to  Flores. 
Thad. 

Arlink  to  Thad. 

All  except  ) 

Arlink  &  Thad. 


You  very  naughty  little  girl, 

How  could  you  e’er  do  so  ? 

Receivers  of  stolen  property, 

Transported  are  you  know, 

l  beg  you  will  not  take  me  up  ; 

You  can’t  believe  it  true. 

Don’t  waste  your  pleading,  Arline,  on 
That  dark  churl  dressed  in  blue. 

Don’t  make  a  shine,  girl,  fol  de  liddle  Iol, 

A  shine,  girl,  never  will  pay. 

My  gimlet  hi  seed  through  it  all, 

I  knowed  ’twas  her  at  fust. 

I’ve  a  good  mind  not  to  press  the  charge, 
But  yet  I  think  I  must. 

Oh,  prithee,  don’t,  and  anything 
I  can  I’ll  do  for  you. 

Arline  ! 

If  you’ll  release  me  from 
This  dark  churl  dressed  in  blue.- 

No  good  your  trying,  girl,  fol  de  liddle  Iol, 
By  trying,  girl,  you  won’t  get  away. 


Enter  Count  Arnheim  from  Hall\of  Justice,  Comes  down,  c. 

Count  What  means  this  rumpus  ? 

Skrgt.  Case  of  felony, 

A  pretty  lass  and  petty  larceny, 

Flores.  That  girl’s  a  wobber  ! 

Thad.  That’s  a  whopper  ! 

Arline  Trued 

Flores.  She  is  a  thief,  by  gum,  see,  here’s  a  clue, 

That  trinket  round  her  neck,  how  came  it  there  ' 

Count  Around  her  neck,  that  don’t  look  on  the  square  ; 

Just  state  the  charge,  as  magistrate  I’ll  try  it. 

Sergt.  (thrusting  himself  forward)  From  information  1  received— 
Count  '  ‘  KeeP  Tuiet- 

Sergt.  {not  heeding  him )  I  apprehended — 

Count  And  1  apprehend 

You’ll  go  to  quod,  if  you  don’t  stop,  ray  friend. 

Flores.  Well,  uncle,  I— you  know-look  here— last  night, 

Was  robbed  when  coming  home. 

C0UNX  As  usual,  tight ; 

For  which  five  shillings,  you  at  once  are  fined. 

Flores,  (aside)  Well,  as  I  havn  t  got  it,  1  don  t  mind. 

(Aloud)  Well,  then,  you  know,  I  found  it  in  the  fair. 

Hid  in  her  bosom. 

What  did  you  do  there  ? 


Count 
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Arlinb  Oh,  don’t  believe  him’! 

Count  (shouting)  Ha,  thatjvoice  ! 

Thad  (aside)  Ho,  ho  ! 

Her  fatherhere,  there’ll  be  a  pretty  go. 

Count  What  is  it  doth  my  failing  limbs  enfeeble  ? 

That  treble  voice  was  something  terreeble  ; 

Speak,  girbhad  you  a  father  ? 

Arltne  *  No  ! 

Count  A  mother  ? 

A  rune  I  do  declare  I’d  neither  one  nor  t’other. 

Count  And  yet  those  eyes, — the  eyes  I  used  to  lub, 

That  little  nez  retrousse — 

Arltne  That’s  a  snub  ! 

Count  Those  rosy  cheeks  so  like  my  girl’s,  I  may — 

Since  she’s  so  like — imprint  a  kiss. 

Thad.  (interposing)  I  say  ! 

Count  (seizing  him )  Barbarian,  it  was  you  my  daughter  stole  ! 

Thad.  Barbar -inn  !  I  was  once  her  s{h)aving  Pole  ; 

And  now,  as  when  I  saved  her  from  the  bear, 

Like  Rowland’s  Kalydor,  restore  your  heir. 

(Thaddbus  leads  Arlinb  forward) 

Count  Is  this  my  child/? 

Arlinb  ( shrinking )  No,  no  ! 

Thad  The  proof  she  shows 

It’s  a  wise  child,  who  its  own  father  noes. 

Count  My  long  lost  child,  the  apple  of  my  eye  ! 

Arlinb  My  long  lost  pere  !  {Wild  embrace) 

Flores,  (aside)  My  cousin,  dash  it,  why, 

My  fortune  vanishes  if  this  is  true. 

Count  D’ye  see  your  cousin  sir  ? 

Flores.  My  cousin,  pooh  ! 

Thad.  These  scars-  that  phiz,  all  prove,  sir,  that  she  is  it, 

Compare  her  also  with  thi-s  Carte  de  Phiz-it. 

(Gives  carte  to  Count.) 

Count  ’Tis  she,  just  as  she  used  to  was  before 
I  lost  her.  See,  there  is  her  pinafore, 

Her  frock,  her  hair  all  rumpled  like  a  mat, 

Her  shoes  and  socks,  and  what  !  the  same  old  hat. 

Her  wooden  doll,  her  hoops, — of  course  I  mean 
The  hoops  she  trundled,  not  her  crinoline. 

Yes  all  are  there  as  in  the^clays  of  yore, 

My  child,  jny  child — 


(7.s  about  to  repeat  embrace.) 

Arlinb  (repulsing  Count)  Papa, ?y  on’ re  quite  a  bore. 

This  brave  young  Pole,  you  surely  won’t  forget ; 

Count  (feeling  in  pockets)  I’ve  no  small  change  about  me,  my  sweet  pet. 
AhL.NK  Small  change  !  Some  other  way  be  him  enrichin’  ; 

Count  (to  Thaddeus;  You’ll  always  find  a  cover  in  the  kitchen. 
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Thai),  {aside)  The  kitchen  !  me!  But  stay,  he  knows  me  not, 

I’m  fallen  so  low.  that  to  tha/5  ’v.mble  lot, 

Arline  will  never  stoop.  Alas  !  for  me  ; 

To  her  1  ever  must  a  gipsy  be. 

{to  Count)  I’ll  look  in  sometimes  for  the  social  tea. 

Count  ’Tis  well,  and  now  yourselves  i  pray  enjoy. 

t  With  merriment  the  fleeting  hours  employ. 

Barrels  of  beer  shall  flow  at  my  expense  ; 

Flutter  your  rugs,  boys,  for  I’ll  waive  your  rents .  {Cheers.) 

Give  orders  that  a  feast  be  quick  prepared, 

The  spare  beds  made  and  mind  the  sheets  are  aired. 

Prepare  a  Civic  Ball — but  stay,  I  hope, 

That  our  committee  will. not  prig  the  soap.  (Cheers.) 

Finale.  Air  .—Burlesque  Gallop . 

Count  I’ve  got  my  daughter  back  again  ;  egad,  I’m  half  inclined. 

To  take  a  small  excursion  and  go  clean  out  of  my  mind, 
Arlini  Oh,  don’t  do  that,  I  beg,  papa,  if  you  excursion  need, 

To  Brighton  go  for  half-a-crown,  its  very  cheap  indeed. 

Thau.  Like  Mr.  Howland’s  Kalydor,  l  did  your  heir  restore  ; 

But  let  me  mention,  if  you  please,  I  do  that  gal-adore 
Likewise  1  wish  to  make  Arline  my  wile  for  weal  and  woe, 
Count  What  clo  I  hear?  Good  gracious  me  !  What  next  I  wonder  ?  No. 
Thad  Oh,  misery  and  anguish,  and — 

Arline  Oh,  horror  madness,  grief! 

Thad  I’ve  half  a  mind  to  hang  myself— 

A  rline  ’Twould  be  a  great  relief ! 

Count  Be  off  and  mind  your  business,  how  dare  you  so  presume  ? 

And  as  for  you,  you  naughty  girl  I’ll  lock  you  in  your  room. 

{General  dance ,  Thaddeus  and  Arline  attempt  the  usual  sensation 
parting ,  but  arc  prevented  by  Count.  Scene  closes  on  Picture.) 


End  of  Scene  4. 
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Thad. 


Thad. 


Devil. 

Thad. 

Devil. 

Thad. 

Devil. 

Thad. 


SCENE  5. 

The  Forest  Path  again.  Enter  Thaddeus  r. 

Fortune  no  longer  smiles,  the  fickle  dame 
Has  trodden  out  this  spark,  blown  out  his  flame  ;  * 

For  when  about  to  grant  my  wish  I  thought  her. 

She  took  my  better  half,  and  gave  no  quarter. 

I’ve  half  a  mind  to  drown  myself, — ah,  me  ! 

In  dis-pond-end  my  sad  dis-pond-end- cy  : 

Or  stab  myself,  since  fortune  plays  her  tricks — 

She’s  crossed  the,  Pole ,  so  why  not  cross  the  sty ?  ? 

Arline’s  papa  our  love  calls  childish  fancies, 

Talks  of  Miss  Arty  and  mis-alhances : 

Then  with  rude  punning  cuts  us  to  the  quick, 

When  she  cried  “ Fiddle  Pole'''  said  “Fiddlesticks  /” 

I  may  not  yet  discover  who  I  am, 

Who  my  pre-cursors,  who  my  sire  or  dam  ; 

This  time  will  show — till  then  it  hidden  lies 
Unseen  by  eyes  that  pry  or  eyes  that  prize. 

Song.  Air — In  my  cottage  by  the  sea. 

Fortune  doth  a  bad  mark  score  me, 

Raining  cares  upon  my  head  ; 

Though  sweet  Arline  doth  adore  me, 

Still  her  father  cuts  me  dead. 

Pleasant  days  we  passed  together, 

Wandering  over  hill  and  lea  ; 

Now  he  cuts  our  loving  tether: 

In  his  dotage  he  must  be. 

Brighter  days  I  hope  are  coming — 

Fortune  cannot  always  frown,  • 

Though  at  present  she  looks  glum,  in 
Hope  I’ll  bid  my  care  go  drown. 

Arline  swears  she  loves  me  truly, 

And  will  marry  none  but  me  ; 

Though  her  father  says  so  coolly 
I  am  not  a  gent  for  she. 

Enter  Devilshoof  l. 

What,  Thaddeus  alone  ?  ’Tis  well !  I’ve  sought  yer 
Both  far  and  wide,  its  lucky  I  have  caught  yer. — 

I’ve  something  private  for  your  private  ear  ;  ( Looks  round 

There’s  no  one  here,  I  may  say  no  one  near.  cautiously  \ 
(. Mysteriously )  Ha  !  ha ! — You  take  my  meaning? 

No,  not  quite, — 

It  strikes  me,  Devilshoof,  your  ha-halt  tight. 

Half  tight  I-  With  me  a  quarrel  would  you  pick-a  ? 

Know  then,  rash  boy,  I  never  had  no  licker, 

But  come,  we’re  friends. 

Yes.  brothers  in  dis-dress, 

As  sich,  let  me  promote  your  happiness  ; 

Alas  !  I  never  shall  be  happy tmore, 

Arline  is  rich, 


41 


Devil.  Pooh,  pooh  ! 

Thad.  ( blubbering )  And.  I’m  poo — poor. 

Devil.  And  what  if  she  is  rich  ?  Those  tears  come  dry’em. 

Thad.  She’ll  never  wed  with  such  a  ivritch  as  I  am. 

Devil.  She  will ! 

Thad.  (clutching  his  arm)  Ah  !  say  you  so  ?  How  ?  When  ?  Where  ? 
Devil.  Pooh  1 


Its  plain  yomnever  were’  a  girl ; 

That’s  true. 

But  listen,  I’ve  a  plot  unfathomable, 

Deep,  terrible,  and  quite  impenetrable, 

Which  if  it  does’nt  fail,  will — must  succeed, 

And  you’ll  be  made  a  happy  man  indeed. 

Happy,  say  you  ?  Then  as  the  Irish  do 
Upon  the  stage,  I’ll  cry  Herreux ,  hurroo  ! 

Divulge  it,  quick ! 

Lend  me  your  ear  a  minute, 

The  full  particulars  I  will  pour  in  it. 

Know  then,  I  ’ate  the  queen  and  owe  her  one 
Thad.  (redeeming  on  his  fingers)  Eight  and  one  o’er. 

Devil.  Prithee,  cease  to  pun. 

I  say  1  owe  her  one,  and  when  I  owe, 

Ho,  ho  1  beware  of  Devilshoof  and  Co.  ; 

The  queen  must  abdicate. 

Thad.  If  that’s  the  case, 

Poor  thing, 'she’ll  hob  to  get  another  place. 

Devil.  She’s  forfeited  our  love  by  conduct  cruel, 

I’ve  took  the  measure  of  her  for-feit-rule. 

The  Queen  must  mizzle,  and  Arline  shall  reign  ; 

Thad.  And  I  shall  see  my  darling  once  again, 

And  once  again  these  lips  will  call  her  mine-a ! 

Devil.  She  will  be  Queen ,  and  you,  of  course,  regine-her. 

Thad.  But  how  bring  this  about  ? 

Devil.  Leave  that  to  me. 

In  good  time  you  shall  see  what  you  shall  see  ; 

No  matter  how,  enough,  it  shall  be  done. 

Thad,  My  friend  and  pitcher ! 

Devil.  I’ll  something  pitch  upon. 


Tiiad. 

Devil. 

Thad. 

Devil. 


Duet.  Air  .—Polly  Perkins. 

Thad.  I’m  a  broken-hearted  lovier  of  very  low  grade, 

For  fortune  has  deserted  me,  the  unkind  fickle  jade, 

But  I’ll  keep  up  my  pecker,  and  not  give  way  to  spleen, 

And  fortune  will  smile  again,  all  smooth  and  serene. 

And  Arline  will  be  as 

Dutiful  as  its  possible,  and  soon  shall  lie  seen, 

Her  pretty  little  Foley  perking  at  that  bad  thing  the  Queen. 
Devil.  Our  plot  we  will  set  afoot  without  more  delay, 

And  that  victory  will  favor  us  is  as  clear  as  the  day, 

So  just  put  on  your  Sunday  clothes  and  make  yourself  clean, 
To  go  and  pay  your  court  to  the  sweet  young  Arline. 

For  you  must  be  a 

Suitor  full  of  elegance,  of  captivating  mien, 

So  that  dirty  little  holey  jerkin  won’t  suit  Miss  Arline. 


End  op  Scene  5.  (Dauxc,  and  exeunt  opposite  side t.) 


SCENE  6. 

A  rune’s  Boudoir  in  the  Chateau  of  Count  Arnhejm. 

Arline  Discovered  seated  at  Toilet  Table. 

Arline  Heiglio  !  I’m  weary,  wretched, — I’m  afraid 
That  I’m  indeed  a  wery  wretched  maid  ; 

I  long  to  be  again  a  gipsy  girl, 

With  face  unwashed  and  hair  all  out  of  curl ; 

Once  more  barefoot  to  roam  o’er  hill  and  plain, 

And  bid  the  flints  to  cut  and  come  again. 

Thaddeus  was  with  me  then — sad  fat  is  mine, 

They’ll  wed  me  now  to  Cousin  Florestein. 

I  wish  they  would’nt,  Thaddeus  is  so  nice 
But  pa  don’t  seem  to  see  it  at  the  price. 

It  cannot  be,  so  no  more  on  that  head, 

Poor  'pa  would  ne’er  let  me  a  pauper  wed. 


(Arline  takes  up  gipsy  dress  from  chair.) 

Farewell,  my  Colleen  Bawn,  a  long  adieu, 

How  very  much  1  was  wrapped  up  in  you  ; 

And  you,  my  cotton  dress,  so  cheap,  so  dear, 

I  see  your  rents,  and  can’t  restrain  a  tear  ; 

And  you  my  hood— my  tears  fall  thick  and  fast  ; 

This  head  dress  doth  address  me  on  the  past, 

What  walks  we  had,  and  how  when  night  came  o’er  us, 

We  sung  aloud  the  original  gipsy  chorus. 

I  scarce  remember  what  it  was  ; — let’s  see, 

It  was  in  A, — dear  me  !  what  could  it  be  { 

{ Sings  Hoop  dc  doodnm  doo  ;  pausing  between  the  lines  as  if  uncertain 

of  the  air.) 

’Twas  something  like  this  tune  1  know  : 

But  was  it  this  ? — I  don’t  think  so  ! 

I  fancy  it  wras  more  like — no  ! 

’Twas — 

(Devilshoof  springs  in  through  Window.) 
Devil.  Hoop  de  doodum  doo  ! 

Abunb  {running  to  him )  Devilshoof  here  ?  Oh  ;  I’m  so  glad  to  see  you. 
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Devil. 


Arlinb 

Devil. 


Arline 

Devil. 

Arline 

Devil 


A  KLINE 

Devil. 

Arline 

Devil. 

Arline 

Devil. 


How  did  you  was,  in  other  words,  how  be  you  ? 

Not  grown  too  proud  to  speak  ? 

No  ! 

Well,  that’s  right. 

Although  your  plight  is  changed,  you’re  still  p'lite. 

W e  can’t  forget  the  tricks  you  played  on  us  ; 

’Cos  you  were  mischievous  we’ve  missed-ye-vus. 

I  didn’t  think  your  loss  was  so  severe. 

But  when  I  felt  it  here  ( laying  hand  on  heart) 

1  felt  a  tear  (- weeps ). 

Don’t  weep,  I  pray. 

My  tears  flow  more  and  more, 

My  face  has  never  been  so  clean  before. 

No,  I  think  not.  But  tell  me  quickly  pray, 

Everything,  all  at  once,  without  delay. 

W  ell,  so  I  will.  There’s  one  event  that  must 
Soon  find  a  vent  in  me,  or  I  shall  bust. 

The  times — 

Well,  what  of  them  ?  Come  to  the  point, 

The  times, — Avith  them  my  nose, — are  out  of  joint. 

What  out  of  joint,  while  cooks  still  live,  I  doubt  it, 

You  seem  put  out ;  come  tell  us  all  about  it  ? 

Put  out,  extinguished  ;  as  I  said  before, 

While  I’m  put  out,  my  nose  is  put  out  more. 

The  Queen  — 

You  hit  it,  so  did  she,  a  buster. 

A  fool  was  I,  an  idiot  to  trust  her. 

My  precious  nose  she  twreaked,  but  she  shall  rue  it, 

It  was  too  weak  of  me  to  let  her  do  it. 

I’ll  be  revenged,  ha,  ha  ! 

But  tell  me  how  ? 

You’ll  get  yourself  into  an  awful  row. 

Devil,  (mysteriously)  List,  list,  oh,  list  ! 

Arline  You  mean  en-list. 

Devil  No,  list-en  ; 

I’ve  got  a  plot  that  one  thing’s  only  missed  in. 

And  that  is— 

You! 

Me,  gracious  ;  what  can  I  do  ? 

You  shall  be  queen  instead  ;  with  me,  come,  fly  do  ; 

How  ?  Fly  with  you  !  you  take  me  by  surprise, 

You’re  joking  surely. 

No,  indeed,  no  flies. 

All  that  you  wish  I  willingly  would  grant, 

There’s  only  one  objection. 

Yes  ? 

I  can’t. 

’Gainst  that  objection  I’m  prepared  to  sue, 

(in  a  loud  whisper ) 

Thaddeus  will  share  her  forfeit  crown  with  you. 

Thaddeus,  my  love ! 

Devil,  (aside)  Ha,  Ha  !  my  snare  has  ketched  her ! 

Aellnjk  (imploringly)  Thaddeus !  (Thaddeus  aopears  at  window) 


Arline 


Arline 

Devil. 

Arline 

Devil. 

Arline 

Devil. 

Arline 

Devil. 

Arline 

Devil. 


Arline 


u 


Thad 

Devil 


Thad. 

Devil. 


We’re  one  too  many. 


I'm  here ! 

Ye.s,  he  has  come  and  fetched  her. 

( Lovers  embrace-.) 

True  :  .so  one,  two,  three. 


(Leaps  through  window  ) 


That  none  look  in,  I’ll  on  the  look  out  be.  ( Disappears  ) 

Trad.  You've  not  forgotten  me  ? 

A l; line  Forgotten,  no  ; 

These  reminescences  my  fealty  show. 

(Pointing  to  gips'u  dress.) 

I  can’t  forget  the  walks  when  these  were  worn  ; 

The  runs  we  had,  too,  with  this  Colleen  Bawn. 

Thad.  llecall  not  now  the  memories  of  the  past, 

’Mid  other  scenes  henceforth  my  lot  is  cast ; 

No  more  shall  open  hen-roost  bid  me  stay, 

No  more  I  listen  to  the  chicken’s  lay, 

No  more  from  clothes  lines,  linen  shall  1  prig, 

No  more  at  midnight  steal  the  cotter’s  pig, 

No  more  on  hedgehog  pie  enchanted  sup, 

Nor  poach  for  peasants,  for  my  game  is  up. 

Arline  Oh,  say  not  so  !  you  do  not  mean  it  railly  ; 

Thad.  I’m  off' in  the  Great  Eastern  to  Australy. 

Arline  (anxiously)  You  havn’t  taken  any  shares  ? 

Thad.  Not  I  ! 

There  is  but  one  share  that  I  e’er  would  buy. 

Arline  And  that  is— 

Thad.  That  is —  (takes  her  hand) 

Arline  Ah,  I  think  I  see  I 

You'd  venture  still  to  take  your  chere  amie. 


Trio.  Air. — Haste  to  the  Wedding. 

Arline  Now  what  would  you  say  dear, 

If  I  were  to  lay  dear. 

My  wealth  tout-a-fait  dear,  and  self  at  your  feet  ? 

Thad,  Such  rapture  divine,  I 

Am  sure  can’t  be  mine,  I— 

Devil.  ( appearing  at  ivindoiv )  There's  somebody  coming,  you’d 

better  retreat.  (Disappears. ) 

Thad.  Oh,  how  will  you  manage  ? 

Arline  Why  you  I  must  banish, 

So  hey,  presto,  vanish  this  closet  into. 

(Pushes  Thaddeu-s  into  closet.) 

Heigho,  higgledy,  piggledy, 

If  he's  diskivered,  oh,  what  shall  I  do  ? 

Air  changes  to  The  Cure,  pedal  accompaniments. 

Count  (enters  jumping)  Good  morning  daugh — 

Ter,  to  your  door, 

I’ve  brought  a  high-born  wooer, 
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Florbs.  (enters  j miping)  Oh,  yes,  1  guess, 

The  true  noblesse, 

No  blood  than  mine  is  bluer. 

Arline  {jumping)  That  horrid  bore, 

My  cousin  Flor, 

1  won’t  have  him,  I’m  sure. 

What’s  that  you  say  ? 

Nice  sort  of  day  ! 

Ah,  oui,  il  fait  beau  jour. 

A  wooer,  a  wooer,  a  wooer,  a  wooer  !  > 

He  s  such  a  handsome  wooer, 

To  one  so  gay,  you  can’t  say  nay, 

You  won’t  refuse  him  sure  ? 

A  boor,  a  boor,  a  boor,  a  boor, 

I ’d  rather  wed  a  boor. 

A  dandy  gay,  with  me  won’t  pay, 

So  shew  him  to  the  door. 

Poohpoolier,  poohpooher, 
poohpooher,  poohpooher, 

How  dare  yon  turn  poohpooher  ? 

’Twill  never  pay  to  have  her  say, 

I  must  not  make  up  to  her. 

Count  My  child,  embrace  me.  Ah,  that  eyelash  black  ! 

Reminds  me  of — I  don’t  know  how  long  back, 

When— but  no  matter,  who  cares  for  the  past  ? 

Flores,  No  one,  except  when  joined  to  re — repast. 

(Aside)  That’s  not  so  bad  for  me. 

Count  Arline,  I’ve  brought 

My  nephew  Florestein  to  pay  his  court. 

In  fact,  he’s  come,  dear,  at  your  feet  to  lay 
His  heart  and  hand. 

Arline  Pray  take  them  both  away  ; 

I  cannot  love  him,  really’-,  pa, _  for  I  — 

Count  Can’t  love  him,  stuff! 

Flores.  Can’t  love,  sweet  coz, — cos  why  ? 

Count  Ah,  why,  indeed  ?  He’s  wealthy,  handsome — 

Flores.  Yes ! 

You  might  do  worse  in  that  line,  1  confess, 

Observe  my  manly  bearing,  calm  repose, 

This  suit  o’  clothes , — oh,  with  this  suitor  close  ! 

Yes,  speak  the  word  and  grant  my  wish,  and  I’ll  — 
Arline  I’ll  speak  and  grant  nothing,  in  Latin  nihil. 

Count  What’s  that,  I  hear  ?  Refuse  my  nevvy,  oh ! 

This  is  indeed  for  m djetn  eavey  blow. 

Speak,  girl,  the  cause  ? 

Arline  Oh  !  pa,  I  love  another  ; 

Flores.  Some  other  man  ! 

Count  Ha,  ha,  If  shall  smother. 

Who  is  it,  speak  ? 


Count 

Arline 

Flores. 

Count 

Arline 

Flores. 


Ensemble. 
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Arline  He’s  virtuous  though  poor, 

I’ve  loved  him  since  I  wore  a  pinafore. 

His  manly  conduct,  gained,  if  truth  he  told, 

My  young  affections,  when  hut  six  weeks  old  ; 

And  then  his  history,  so  strange,  so  moving, — 
f  was  a  school  girl,  could  I  keep  from  loving  ? 

And  when  he  told  me  that  he  had  no  name, 

I  loved  him  more  ; — you  would  have  done  the  same. 

Count  {aside)  This  is  affecting,  hut  no  weakness.  (Aloud  sternly)  Child, 
Your  oily  words  have  much  your  father  riled, 

But  though  I  feel  for  you,  your  duty’s  clear, 

You  wed  my|nevvy  here. 

Arline  No,  nevvy-cre ! 

Count  Rebellious  girl,  sucffconduct  seems  to  me 
1  n  heiresses  of  rank,  rank  heresy. 

Arline  {kneeling  to  Count)  Father,  upon  my  bended  knees — 

Count  "  One  minute, 

We’ll  have  no  begging  here,  so  don’t  beg-in  it. 

If  you’ve  not  made  your  mind  up,  I’ve  made  mine, 

By  twelve  o’clock,  you  marry  Florestein. 

Arline  Never! 

Flores,  Sweet  coz,  before  I  go,  one  kiss —  (Arline  slaps  his  face) 

I  ve  got  a  smack  instead . 


(Going,  stumbles  over  gipsy  dress.) 
Hallo  !  wliat’s  this  ? 

A  tattered  dress  ! 

Arline  The  housemaid  left  it  ; 

Count  Drat  her  1 

I've  a  great  mind  to  go  and  throw  it  at  her. 

Flores.  Hardly  the  place  to  leave  it,  really  was  it  ? 

Suppose  we  hide  it  there  in  yonder  closet. 


( Advances  towards  cabinet  in  which  Thaddeus  is  hidden.  Arline 

intercepts  him.) 

Arline  Stand  back  !  Advance  a  step,  sir,  if  you  dare, 

And  I’ll  go  in  hysterics,  so  beware. 

Count  Much  though  I  grieve,  I  have  suspicion  grave. 

You’ve  some  one  hidden  there. 


(Enter  Queen  enveloped  in  cloak.  She  throws  open  door  oj  cabinet 

and.  reveals  Thadueu.s,) 

Queen  Be’old,she  ’ave  ! 

Count  What  fellow’s  this  ? 

Queen  A  gipsy  ! 

Arline  {going  ^  Thaddeus)  No,  I  can 

With  pride,  present  him,  pa,  as  my  young  man. 

Count  Yours?  Oh,  with  rage  my  thumbs  begin  to  twiddle  ; 

Flores.  Yours  ?  that — pah  !— odorifrous  indiwiddle. 
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Thad.  If  you’re  quite  done,  perhaps  you’ll  let  me  speak. 

Queen  P’raps  you’ll  let  me.  (Throws  off  cloak,  Arline  shrieks) 

Ha,  ha  !  you  well  may  shriek. 

I  am  your  Queen,  the  Queen  you  sought  to  humble, 

It’s  my  turn  now  ;  Ha,  lia,  ha,  ha  !  ter-urable  ; 

Part  them  ! 

Arline  No,  never/;  here  I’ll  cling  for  ever, 

Count  Well,  here’s  a  daughter’s  gratitude  ;  1  never  ! 

To  think  that  she  should  thus  requite  her  pa ! 

Oh,  sharper  than  a  serpent’s  tooth  it  are. 

Queen  Why  not  your  lawful  veto  interpose  'l 

Count  ( furiously )  I’ll  kick  him  out  with  all  my  ten  wee-toes. 

(-4  side)  But  no,  he’s  young  and  strong,  I  should  he  licked  ; 
(Aloud)  You  villain,  you,  consider  yourself  kicked. 

You’d  better  go,  or  Florestein  will  make  you. 

Flores.  I  will !  (gets  behind  Count) 

Arline  Fear  nothing,  1  will  ne’er  forsake  you. 

Thad.  Fear  is  the  crest  of  cowards,  I’ve  ne’er  worn  it, 

I’m  a  lieutenant,  and  of  course  I  s -corn-it. 

Omnes  Lieutenant  ! 

Arline  Ah,  I  guessed  his  rank,  becos 

My  heart’s  right  tenant  sure,  he  always  was. 

Count  If  you’re  a  soldier,  why  this  masquerade. 

That),  You  see  1  rather  like  to  run  arrayed. 

Count  Of  course’you’re  some  credentials  with  j-ou  ? 

Thad.  Yes. 

Queen  My  little  game  looks  fishy,  I  confess. 

Thad.  ( drawing  out  paper)  Birth,  parentage,  and  education  here, 
You’ll  find  set  down  in  lines  most  clear  ; 

Clear,  ay,  as  clear  as  mine, — but  in  a  song, 

I’ll  tell  you  all  and  won’t  detain  you  long. 

Song.  Air. —  Fair  Land  oj  Poland. 

Thad  When  the  fair  land  of  Poland,  by  proud  Romanoff. 

Made  of  brutal  oppression  the  site, 

Shook  the  heel  from  her  neck,  and  her  fetters  cast  off, 

And  forced  the  big  bully  to  fight. 

Like  a  dog  in  the  manger  when  Russia  outspoke,, 

“If  you  want  what  I  dont  I  shall  bite  ; 

In  the  swell  ranks  of  Lancers,  commission  I  took, 

And  fought  in  defence  of  the  right. 

My  birth  is  noble,  if  taint,  I’m  blessed, 

As  is  thine  own,  let  this  attest. 

(Hands paper  to  Count,  who  examines  it.) 

Count  My  noble  Pole,  let  us  cur  feud  forget  ; 

Flores.  No  don’t  forget  our  food,  I’m  so  sharp  set  ; 

Count  In  earnest  of  what  Austria  will  do, 

Our  gal  is  here  (Galicia)  we  give  her  up  to  you. 

Arline,  Thaddkus,  Count  and  Florestein  retire  up.) 


Queen.  ( Taking  stage  excitedly )  Revenge,  ha,  ha!  foiled,  baffled, 
diddled,  done  : 

Now  for  a  deed  to  make  the  tear  drops  run, 

Like  Phoebus’  coursers  when  he  drove  the  sun, 

Or  like  a  bankrupt  debtor  from  a  dun  ; 

Like  lightning  greased,  or  children  for  a  bun, 

Or  Yankee  pens  about  a  battle  won. 

Die,  wretch !  (Rushes  at  Arline  with  drawn  dagger. ) 


Devilshoof  appears  at  window  with  a  gun ,  he, fires  and,  Queen  falls  c.* 
Devilshoof  springs  in  and  sets  his  foot  upon  her  prostrate  form. 

Devil.  I  heard  the  critter  call ,  and  sent 

A  bullet  at  a  crittercall  moment. 

Enter  Sergt.  Double  X  with  Policemen,  Retainers,  etc. 


Serot.  Now  then,  what’s  up  ? 

(  To  Thaddeus )  You're  at  your  tricks  agin. 

Aevil.  For  latest  news  consult  this  bullet-in. 

Drline  Say,  is  she  dead  ? 

Queen  ( Sitting  up)  Not  quite  this  time,  Miss  Arly  : 

I  hope  to  join  you  in  the  grand  finale. 

I’ve  acted  wrongly — wickedly,  I  know, 

And  justly  I  have  been  brought  very  low  : 

But  I  repent,  and  p’raps  by  conduct  wise, 

To  some  position  I  may  hope  to  rise.  (Rises.) 

Arline  (Coming  forward — to  audience )  That  virtue  is  its  own 
reward  is  certain, 

But  I  would  look  for  mine  before  the  curtain — 

Grant  us  a  smile, kind  friends  to  ease  our  fears, 

Too  long  perhaps  we’ve  let  you  sit  in  tiers  ; 

An  hour  or  so,  we’ve  strutted  here  around, 

And  now,  perforce,  we  leave  our  strutting  ground. 

Since  like  the  costers  we  must  plead  our  cause, 

AYe  throw  ourselves  upon  your  app-le  laics  (applause'. 

Finale  Air. — Soldiers’  Chorus ,  Faust. 


Chow us 


Arline 


Chorus 


Sorry  are  we  for  our  manifold 
Failings,  but  pass  not  a  verdict  cold, 

Cheer  us  with  hearty  applauding  hand, 

On  every  lip  and  in  every  eye  let  laughter  stand. 
Now  needs  must  we  forbear 

Our  romp  and  fun, 

AY  ho  lacks  pity  to  spare, 

When  the  play  is  done  '! 

Say  you  that  we  have  failed, 

It  shall  be  our  last  ; 

Or  say  it  will  do, 

And  pardoned  by  you, 

Our  peril  is  past. 


Sorry,  «tc.,  etc. 


CURTAIN, 


r.  Policemen ,  Retainers ,  <0  Gipsies.  l  Sergeant,  Count,  Arline, 
Thaddeus,  Florestein,  Queen ,  db  Devilshoof. 


